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THIS EDITION is printed for private circulation 
and the use of the actors only. Copyright in the 
play has been secured in the United Kingdom and 
in the United States, and in all Countries and 
Colonies having a treaty or an understanding 
with cither. 
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This play was performed 
for copyright purposes at 
the Grand Theatre, Isle of 
Man, on November 2, 7904. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



THE Te^SONS OF TUB PLAV 

Stbpheh Maonubbon, Oavemor-OmenU of Icdand 

AsNA, Am Wife 

Maqndb Stbphbnsson, thtir BltUr Sm 

ObCAB 8TBPHBN880K, (*«"■ Younger Son 

OSOAB NEILSEN {eomtaonly caUed FACTOB), Chief Merchant 0/ 

Icdand 
ThokA NBILBBN, Am Elder Daughter 
Hblba Kbilbbn, Am Younger Daughter 
Mabubbt Kbii-SEN, Suter to the Fdetor 

HEUS FlNSBH 
DOOTOB OLSKN 

Tbb Pabtob 

The Shbbiff 

The Dibbctob of the Caamo on the SMera 

The Aqbnt of the Bank of Denmark 

Bkio Abnabbon 

J6n ViDALm, Farm Servant 

QUDBUN, &M Wife 



cf 



b%rs, Allendiuili, Bays and GirU, etc, tto. 




■,..<,., Google 



Will btpmduced by Arthur Collins 
at Theatre Royal Drury Lane, 
London, and by Messrs. Liebler & 
Co. and Messrs Klaw &Erlanger, 
at the New Amsterdam Theatre, 
Ntw York, on September 2, 1905. 
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THB SCENES OF THE PLJT 

THE FIRST ACT 
THE INN-FARM— ICELAND 

THE SECOND ACT 
GOVERNMENT HOUSE— ICELAND 

THE THIRD ACT 
THE CASINO— RIVIERA 

THE FOURTH ACT 

THE INN-FARM— ICELAND 

THE FIRST ACT lakei pUtee in autumn; tht 8EC0NDin 
sammer ; the THIRD in $pring and the FOURTH in winter. 

A YBARU tuppoHd to dapte betvreen ACTS dVEandTWO; 
FIVE TEAJUS betwem ACTS TWO and THREE; TE.V 
YEAR!! between ACTS THREE and. FOUR. 
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The plot of this play is almost 
identical with that of the author's 
novel under the same name, but 
the drama is an entirely indtpen^ 
dent version of the story, with such 
differences of structure as are 
' required by a different art. 
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THE PRODIGAL SON 



THE FIRST ACT 



An Opening Pictdbb represents a mountain pass in the 
Interior of Iceland. Siwtocajiptd peaks, glistening 
glaciers, s^noking miTieral-spriTigs, a blue lake, 
stretches of black lava and basaltic rock, with 
patches of grass, gleams of rieere and a sinall 
village in a broad plain heyond. It is early dawn 
in laU summer. 

When the curtain rises ihei-e are the calls of shep- 
herds, the blowing of horns and the bark of dogs. 
The last of afioek of sheep come bleating doum the 
pass, and disappear in the valley. Then comes a 
line of shepherds, some walking, others riding on 
Iceland ponies, ail singing the shepherds' song, 
" Long live the Mountain- King." The Mountain- 
King rides in the middle of the line, with a shep- 
herd walking on either side. The singing groios 
fainter as the s/iepherds descend: then darkness 
falls a/nd the scene changes. 

The Actinq Scene represents the interior of the Inn- 
Farm in the valley. Tv>o chambers, back and 
froni, connected by two stejis and divided by open- 
ing tnith curtains. In wall of inner room a long 
window through which the landscape can be seen. 
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THE PRODIGAL SON act 1 

A taWe is laid for dinner, with Jtowera and otAtr 
decorations. Flags and streamers are hung aboui 
the room as for a festival. 

The front room, the hail and living room., has two 
doors on left. Jietween these doors a dressenr. On 
right wall a larger door which stands open, show- 
ing porch and landscape beyond. Lotcer down 
on right a porcelain stove with arm-chair in 
front of it. Spinning-wkeel, cupboard, oak settee. 
On walls two large oil portrays of a lady and a 
gentleman. Table with three arm-chairs ahout it. 
Bomholme clock in comer. Sheepskins, hwns 
and heads of sheep, blunderbuss, guitar, saddle, 
stock-whips, fishing rod and basket. Everything 
denoting the comfortaMe, well-provided home of 
prospm'ous forma: The sunlight is streaming in 
through door and window. 

When the scene opmts a buMtn. young servant 
woman in Iceland costume is finishing the decora- 
tion of table in inner room. The faint sound of 
the shepherds' song comes down from the mountains. 
She listens and looks out at open vnndow. A 
man crosses hurriedly. 

Gddrdn. 
C. [CalliTig.] John t John Vidalin ! 

John. 
[Outside.] Helloa! 



QUDBUB. 

Master's coming, isn't he ? 



[Enter John, a farm servant. *\. ^'^Xj, 
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THE PRODIGAL SON 



Yes, diey're bringiDg him home. Lieten I " Long 
live the Mouataia-King ! " 

OUDKUN. 

Hade Iiiin Mountain-King, hare they i 

John, 
Tbey have. 

OUDRDK. 

[Canting down with Jlowars to tahle in outer room.] 
How his mother will be proud of lum ! C^w-t^i eLn^n^ S QJi-4 

John. 

Shell have a right to be that, Oudrun. la five 

years he has doubled the stock on her father's old 

G0DROK. J 

And now they're taking him away from it ! 



[Going to atove and building wood fire.] So tbey are, 
worse luck — to weigh tallow and sample wool in the 
Faclw's warehouses I 

OUDRDN. 

Don't talk about bad luck on a day like this. If 
Magnus is leaving the farm it's only becauBe he's 
marrying the prettiest girl in Iceland and going to -J .^J- 

be partner in ^e biggest buginesB in the 3ouUi lands. ' 
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4 THE PRODIGAL SON act 

John. 
Anybody could do that, Oudruu. 

GUDRUN. 

^aJCn CA*iot\Ji It isn't "anybody" would have the chance, John 

J Yidalin. There's not another young man in Iceland 

^' V<ujC that a girl like Thora Neileen would look at ; and I 

do believe Magnus Stepbensson would give up fifty 

farms for the touch of her little finger. 

Pastor. JLra*MWii*J 

Mr ir^vv vtuU 
[Croeeing windoK.'l Good morning, Oudrun ! * . , \j . j 



GUDBUN. 



UtOf, 



Good morning, Pastor ! 

Enter Pastor with a klter in hia hand. K. . 
Pastor. 
Everything going on well here ? 

GUDRUK. 

t^ite well, thank you, sir. 

Pastor. 
[Soldin^ up Ma hands at decorationa.] Beautiful ! 
Wliat a betrothal it will be ! Not come down, I see ? 



The family from town — the two families to be 
made one by the crowning event of this happy day. 
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ct i the prodigal son $ 

John. 

[LooMjig aiU at door.] No sga of them ^et, Pasto . 

Pastor. 
I left Magnns at th« sheep-fold. He thought he 
might be late, so he sent me ahead with this letter 
for his brother. 

GUDRDN. 

His brother? 

JoHK. 
[Coming baok.] Oscar ? 

GUDEITN. 

[Coming left of UAle.'] Has Oscar returned from 
Eugland then? 



[PiitUng letter in pocket, sitting right of table, laking StcJiJi C^* 
otd ennff^-box.] Oh, yes ! He came back by the Laura ClWj^ 
on her last trip from Leith. 

QUSBUN. 

When was that? 

Fi re -mm d a yo ago. M agmia binself only "llfeard l-,.c . ~ 



So young Oscar is bome from eotkge at lost I 
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THE PRODIGAL SON act i 

GUDBTJN. 

Quite a man by this time, and grown a beard, I'll 
be bound. 

pASTOIt. 

Yes, changed beyond all recogaition, tbey say, and 
carrying everything before him. 

John. 
Still his father's golden-headed boy, I suppose t r 
Pastor. 
Jo'V. VM tM*J«( [Takingmuff.] He's everybody's golden-headed boy. 
' aAi Oscar Stephenason is one of those happy, sunny souk 

ftitiM (<^ O'L" ■ ^1,Q ^^ hoxD with the power of winning people's 
hearts, whatever they do or say, or are, or are not. 
fiuoh bmintnsg spidt \! Such impetuoue bloed 1 I^ 
alich a man does well 4ibe world sa^s, " Howfwonder-' 
(__^ fill ! " If ill " How pi iful ! " Ntiody aeenaa able 

V ^ think anything but go< d of him, alid from the begi 



z to the ind of his 



ihe spoilt Ichild 



the'privilBged'peb of ernrybody ! i 

John. 
That's Oscar Stepheiisson — always was, always will 
le! 

GCDBON. 

He's a darling I 

\Sounda of horses gaUojnng and the cracking 
of a whip. 

Voice. 
lOaiHde.] Helloa ! HeUoa I HeUoa I 
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ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON 7 

John. 
\_Iiunning to door.'] Magnus I 
GCTDEi™. 
[^Running to windoto.] No, it's — well, I declare, it's 
Thora Neilsen and Oscar himself ! 

[OaCAB and Thoba gallop poet toiiidow and 
pull up at porch. Oscab ^t^ from saddle 
and UfU Thoba from her horse. They 
are flushed, hot, and excited. 

Oscab. 
[Dashing in and ahoHng hands aU round.^ John Cv^Mao p m h 
Vidalin, as I'm a living man ! And Gudrun ! And ft_*- vl//- 
the Pastor ! /'^■^ ^ 

Pastob. 
[Who has men.] Can it be possible? It is — 



Oji 

/ , I ■ J OSCAE. 

J -^ , . , Yes, it's the Prodigal, if that's what you mean. 

/ Welcome home ! Welcome ! Welcome I 

Oscab. 
Thanks 1 A thousand thanks I 



Good-morning, everybody ! 

[handshaking alt round. Thoba stiU holds 
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THE PRODIGAL SON act 

her bridle. Godbun hringe sagar. Thora 
feeds and pats pony. 



And bow's the Pastot ? No need to ask, though. 
Not turn id a hair these five years ! 



_ [Left 



Gone? 



table, taking 



3 '>ff hat, revealing a 
fe^y hal .] Not tume 1 a hair, yoii i ly — look at 
them ! 



QSCAR. 

Well, death Uefore dishonour, 



[you know ! 



And how" Gudrun? Filled out a little,'^"? Just a 'Y'''*^ 
little, hasi 't she ? Let tne see — how ma^y children )>.«#- C . 
I wept away ? None ! Not even a little one ? 
[iooka at JoBH, shakes Ms head, (ken laughs 
merrily ; aU lattgh. 

Pastor. 
car ... I may call you Oscar still J 



Why not J 

Pastor. 
Then where are the rest of yonr party ? 

Oboab. 

Trundling alon^ bless them — mother and Aunt 

Margaret in the Post, and the Governor and the 

Factor on the two old mares from Government House. 

So Tbora and I put h«ele to our ponies and gaUoped 
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ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON g 

the whole width of the Moss Ifaw Heath. HeeU up, ^Aa'^a* Jf^^a^ 
heads down, and bounding over the ruts like grey- * ' ., 
hoands! It was glorious ! Never enjoyed anything ^^*'''-* ** '*^*' 
BO much in my life 1 

Pastor. 
And then the charming company, Oscar — your 
future BiBter-in-law ! 

OSCAK. 

ir*''j7 ^ certainly ' That accounts for it. 
Thoea. 
[At door with pony.] ilore sugar for Silvertop,]*'™''* *» r""*^^ 
Oudrun. | '{JiU tsJtMtjL 



[GuDBUH rwta wi(A sugar from table.] 

OSCAB. 

Magnus Isn't down fi-om the mountains yet ? 

Gudehn. 
Not yet. 

John. 
[Taking pont/.] I'll take the ponies to the home- 
field and let him know youVe come. 

Oscar. 
Don't I When a man ha« been seven days sheep- 
gathering he's such a picture. Shall we take him by 
surprise, Thora ? 

TH<mA. 
If you'd like to. 
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10 THE PRODIGAL SON act i 

[John goes off, Gudrun itUo inner room. 
Thoba Hl3 right of fable, PiaxoB leji, 
OscAB walks to and fro, talking eaxsiiedly, 

OSCAB, 

f n' L l^ ■^y goodness, bow everything in the old house 

7iUU U* fU speaks to one ! This was grandfather Grim's place, 
^{jJCaJ f J*W>ui- ^h"*^ — ""y niother's father, you know — and when 
^ _ Magnus and I were boys and our own father was 

Cjc JC, made Governor of Iceland, and wanted quiet in 

Government House, we used to be bowled off to the 

old man's farm to romp and riot. 

Pastor. 
You did, too! 

OscAB. 
Didn't we % And ever since then I seem to have 
been carrying every blessed thing in the place up and 
down the world with me. That portrait of the old 
dad, and this one of my mother — the guitar I 
strummed out my first tunes on, and thia ridiculous 
old clock. . . . Do you know, Pastor, in my little 
den at Oxford I used to hear thia old Bornholme 
clock ticking away as plainly as I hear it now I 

Pastor. 
Just back from Oxford, aren't you, Oscar ? 

af Lll r%^e^ \ ^°' ' '®'' Oxford two years ago. I'm at the Col- 

*7 IMO rW*- liege of Music now. 

l*0*a; ^ C4W. ' Pastor. 

' CU\uUt/j, The College of Music? 



a; ti < 
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ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON ii 

OSCAB. 
That'll BO. I'm no good for the Church, no good 
for politics, and as for bueiDees I'm about the sillieBl 
beggar at a bargain that ever breathed out of an 
o;ster-8helt. Music is the only thing I'm fit for — and 
I'm not much fit for that either. 

Pastor. 
Yoa do yourself an injustice there, Oscar. Ever . 

since you were a child you've made us conceive the MfAiw, 

highest bopee that you'll become a great musician. I 

OscAE. 1,^,1 ■ .„ 

Doesn't look much Uke it. Pastor. Sc^Xi^^ -mr U>^. 



Ah, but you'll gather your forces for a great efibrt fAtnJItf 
some day and make a name that all the world wills^^^i;^ ^vfi'aUt,! 
hear about. Your father expects it, Iceland expects j^ 
it, and now that you are devoting yourself to music I Jft IMO ^1 it^j 
entirely, jou must let nothing interfere with it — HL«(' Obtr^ huiT 
pleasure, travel, friendship, love — nothing! Don't 4^ a^j ■ j 
you agree with me, Thora ? I .J*** ^ ^t, 

Thora. . •* 

\Uneaa&y.'\ I — I suppose not. Pastor, l CfttUi^,^ a^OrM* — 

Oscar. I 1^*^ ' \is,%^Mi\ 

An tonga, vtla orevis I 



Pastor. 
\Rinng.'\ Ti-ue, and that's why it was so good c 
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la THE PRODIGAL SON *ct 

pou to break in on your studies and come home for 
your brother's betrothal. 

OSCAB. 

Can't say I did that, Paator. To tell you the truth, 
I didn't know it was to come off until I arrived in 
Iceland. 

PA8T0E. 

'Fhen how lucky to come in the nick of time ! 
Magnus will be delighted. And that reminds me 
f/ufnbling m kU pocket]. He gave me a letter, and 
I'd nearly forgotten to deliver it. 

OSGAB. 

[Taking letter.] A letter from Magnus ? 

Paotob. l^^ oJ.- 

I mustn't forget the Sheriff, though. He's at Far- Uiotl 
sonage engrossing the contract^ — the marriage contract,^.4l.«« 
you know — and I promised to warn him when the V«vX' 
company were coming. Adieu for the present, i'^j^ 
Thora t ^^ 

Thora. 
Adieu for the present, Pastor I 

Pastor. , a 

Adieu to you, Oscar! WCc- -^ U "V- 

OSCAB. 

[Cfoing up with her.] Adieu I Adieu ! 

[Etdt Pasiok. OaoAB opens folded paper 

9io*f )hM>«l oLma wixL U^ 'k&U^ C 






ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON tj 

and eomee down reading it. SUs on table, 
back of 'Pbosa. 

OacAB. 

[BeadiTtg,] " Deab Oscar, — Glad to hear you have i 

come home again, and wish I conld have been down to \ ^ i t-l • 

welcome you. You come in a good hour, for yon 1 ^t*A Um» . 

must have heard of my good fortune with Thora. It | }wtahit/ ■ MA 

was long before I could bring myself to grasp my i /ji l* 

happiness, because she was such a happy little girl and ' , \^">^UA 

it seemed BO selfish to take her away from her father's i Citwl^ f aJi 

house, and everybody there so fond of her. But now TL^m*. 

that I've got her I'm bo happy that nothing goes_ Jl^ri j5/ ' 

wrong with me, and I'm doing the work of three. t/ I . f 

Now I must conclude, for I am longing to see you -'**r4 M*«tu. 

and my dear girl as well, and it will take this letter \ hvu« t' 3 Ka^ 

all its time to come to your hands before I get [ ^^ ^- 

there myself. Your affectionate brother — Magnus u^^-^li^" ' 



[A moment'* pause, both look conftieed and 
affected. 

Oscar. d.».M~ "^' 

Poor old Magnus ! He's such a good fellow, isn't „^- i, jj^l 

",.„..„., '^°""- hdp:sii:f. 

Oscar. -iii^ U ^vUvst. 

So straightforward and honourable I l^iti^ <X<^ %f |]^^,^' 

Thora. oIU'Im^aXIC/ "^ 

Indeed he is. 1. ■ I ■ fc I 

OscAE. P^ft-iV( (^^fi^iVMa 

So loyal and staunch and affeotionate,, {(mCi^ \m} 
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14 THE PRODIGAL SON act i 

Thoba. 
Yes, yes. 

OSCAU. 

Still it puzzlea me how yon and he came together. 
If anybody had told me five years ago that when I 
came back to Iceland Magnus and you would be 
on the point of being betrothed I couldn't have 
believed it. 

Thora. 
Nor I — then. 

Oscar. 
Tell me how it happened. 

Thoba. 
It was Aunt Margret who began it. 



Aunt Margret I 



iCLtJ^ VO' 






" Your father is growing old," she said, " and it's 
. time he took a partner. Pity he hasn't a son for a 
dutA. place like that, but the next best thing is a son-in- 
law, and if you or your sister Helga would only marry 
somebody who could carry on the business " 



Thora. 
"Somebody like Magnus " 

OSCAB. 

And what did you say to that ? 
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THE PRODIGAL SON 
Thoea. 



ssa 
:ht 

THOBA, , , 

Then it was Helga or I. ( K^t^^"^ ) 



X said, " Magnus is like my brother, Aunt Mar- 
eret." "So much the easier to make him your 
husband," said Auntie. " But surely it's necesBary to i i 

love one's husband,"! said. " Certainly it's necessary |w.t^4/* ^U''iH 
to love him," said Auntie. " Aren't we otf tftuttht to \*i,'i,t.l. dj 
love one another?" TTT Tf, 

OscAE. '<4**5Wi<;. 



Thoba. 



Xhoba. - . 

And Helga was at college in Denmark. ^ J ^'1-«»**«''*f } 



(itvWMt^*) 



OSCAB. 

Helga was at college in Denmark! 

Thora. 
She is still in Denmark. 

OSCAB. 

But Magnus ? 

Thoea. 

Magnus was loyal and staunch and affectionate. 

Oscar. 
And so 

Thora. 
So father and the Gktvemor arranged everything, / CLcc^Uj - ft. "^^vx. 
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THE PRODIGAL SON 
OsCAs. 



USCAS. 

[In a quavering wtce.} But why did you CQiiseut ? {aA4 ■> 
If you didn't love MagnuB — you didu't, did you ! 





Tbora. 
Not really, perhaps— not really and truly- 




OacAR. 
[EameaUy.] Then why did you consent! 

Thora. 
There was my father 



OacAK, 
Jm* But surelyyou have to live your own life, Thora.l 

• However obedient a daughter may be to her father){vh(L'kC( 

\~\ she is a separate being, and there comes a time whenl 
she haa to &y with her own wings. > 

I J Thoba. 

There was Magnus, too 

[MagN0S crosses window at back, looks in, 
smites, nods to himself and oomes on tip- 
toe lo door as if intending to take the two 
by surprise. He /las a dog with him atid 
/^ ^yfvUy signaU it to aland back. 

fKflXv^*- '^'^ ^' OSCAK. 

No doubt I I wouldn't say a word against Magnusl ^ClJl 
— God forbid! Butlove — mutual love — isn't that the| j^^^^ 
only basis of a true marriage, Thora? And if you dol 
not love, Magnus — not re^ly and truly as you say — A*JL4hOi 
why did you consent to marry him ? I 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



><A ^ 



L.t. 



ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON 17 

[MACHns stops, his face channel, he reels and 
hMs on to lintel mth one hand and gripe 
the dog by its collar vntk the other. Thora 
covers her face and sobs, Oscar is carried . ^ 

away by her emotion. ^jLn-« cJL' i^/rC^ 

How hateful of me to make you ciy, Thora ! [Getting Aj^-j, gi^ Jitf 
oftwer.] I didn't iutend to do that, dear. [SliU closer.] 
But have you never asked yourself what will happen ^^"-t^ ■ , 

if you marry MiigDus, and then find out, when it is J 

too late, that — that you lore somebody else ? ^ 

[Thoba makes an inarticulate mtmrner, rises 
from her chair and turns away. OsCAK 
follows her, losing all control of himself . 
What did you say, Thora ? Tell me, dear, tell me — 
did you say — you Iwd found that out already ? 

Thoka. j,,,,^™^ 

[HysterieaUy, stoitiging round to him.] You /mow I ' "*' **•* *•***'• • 
have, Oscar ! 5^ j^^J^ 

Tho«.l *"""" ^^ M- 

[!I%eir hands meet and they stand face to face, 
with Thora's face to the door. She sees 
Maqbus and utters a lota cry. The two 
fallapart,Tno&Aleft,OBCA&righl;tlAafiua 
comes between l/iem, with witld eyes, and 
bremth coming in gusts. ^ K^uji-ft cUU. *.'• 

[In choking voice.] What does this mean^^^^^ 'Wft^ '^catM««'j ^^. 

Oscar C IX 1-- ''ll<v»J. 

[With an effort.] Magnus I 
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i8 the prodigal son act 

Magnus. 
[To Tboka.] Only aix daya dnce I left you, and I 
find you like this ! 

OSCAB. 

Magnus! 

Magnus. C . 
Speak I Can't you speak to me ^ 

Oscar. K - 
It isD't Thorn's fault, Magnus. It's mine — if it's 
anybody's— and if you've anything to say you must 
say it to me. 

Magnus, 
You ! What are you I'd like to know ? A man 
who betrays his own brother ! 

i^t liJui. new »^»»™- 

h. ■ I\- * f Jil' ^^ ^^^ what you came home to do ? In the name 
n\^,\e 1. hAi C^ttW" £ Qgj ^Ijy diijn't you gtay where you were ? 

tU- fuiJ-i^ ft. 

jd [Stm^gling to etmtrol Aimsdf.] Magnus, you must 
Oifi^jL. tU. tMMSfP^t talk to me like that — you must not talk to me as 
iJ. if I had stolen Thora's affections away from you, 

^**J ■ because — 

Maohds. 
Then what Aotw you done f 



JL. 



: /SA*\/ ^ffjg anger riaing.'] Magnus I 
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THE PRODIGAL SON It 

OSCAS. 
Because Tbora has never loved you — though I'a 



sorry to say it— especially now — very, very sorry- 
US. 

OSCAB. 



""'"■'• ,a^dU^. r-~~ L •> ^<-^ 






[Biasing up.] And damn your insolence ! And if | J^y,^ j 7i. / - 

lu won't hear the truth in sorrow then hear it in - " i" "I . 

om — Thora's engagement to you is nothing but a •"*-**-**.iC . 

miserable commercial bargain between her father and I 4,AivvAt' kviii 

our father by which she has been bought and sold I , ,., 71' 

likeaBkve. -I^S-rf.^. I 

Maghuh. 

[Reeling under the bhu},] I — I know nothing about U.bCn,»4i. JLtt^ 

that. I only know that — that I was to marry Thora, . '/^^^^ J 

and this — this very day we were to be betrothed. t.«k/m,A*. 

Tboba. I- L ' 

[JVeffittfous/y.] I was much to blame, but it wasn't ■^1 ' ■ 

altogether my fault, Magnus. It was all done by pM^iX^iCtjlMif 

other people. I was really never asked — never con- ' ' 
suited. 



iSis voice breahiTig.] But if you had told me you 
n't wish it— you could not care for me 

Thoea. 
I didn't know At that time, Magnus. bcJ-Act*C' 
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Maqncs. ( 
You didn't know ? 

Thora. 

I I ■ , [MiKh mwed.'] I didn't know that the love I felt 4^^- ji 

p6iC^tXiltlJJ<i ^'"' y°'* "*® ^*''' ''''^ right love — that there waa "^fri * I 

I " I' another kind of love altogether, and before a girl '*-*'^- 

3m tl<J should bind heraelf to any one for better or for worse 

|r I until death parts them, she should love him with all 

' her heart and eoul and strength. 

MAOfcUB. iL^At.,^ tfvU" 

[Cominff up behind A«r.1 And do you know that K*''. 
OfltXiJ '^'^ "^ ^°^^ '''*^' Thora ? ... Do you ? 



[Favnthj.] Yes! 



My God ! [Ceding a little, then recovering hima^.] 

So — so it's all over, and there's no help for it ? . . . 

But if it's all over between Thora and me, what is to 

Vt t ' L ^ ^°^^ now) [7*0 Thora.] Your father must have\^^_^ya Cm 

•J iTUjf J k*w U jjjg contract ready by this time — can you ask him to J^j_^ cu» 

•f^ ^nr _ t destroy it? [Thoba iume aviay.'] You can't — I know 

J . you can't. He would never forgive you — never in 

it A. lUriVvrf this world! [To Oscak.] The Governor has plans 

Vfl. A }• ""'Out the partnership in the Factor's business — can 

^aw,Mttl U you fulfil them if I should fail? [Oscar drops htsL^ri^ 

if< C^»>k«luX head.] No? Then I suppose / must be the first to p 

"^ iLu 'Wv^ ''"'^^' ^I'^t's only right, perhaps, since I am the 

1 ■ one who has to get out of the way. 
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Thoba. ^^^ ^i^ i^ca<= i^--. 

Don't sa^ that, Magnus. 

Magnus. . 

Why not? Better a sour truth than a sweet lie, JtfrJ>*t|, **■ 

Thora. But the old people will be here soon — go 'hvlU' UtatX • 

into this room. [Crossing to lower door Uft.] I have .V/* a ■,, 

something to say to Oscar. Pi ** f***^ ' 

Thoha. 
[Passing into rown.] What are you going to do, CA'C^-trf *- - 
Magnus? 

Magncs. 
Qod knows ! He has got us into a knot. He has 
to get us out of it. 

[Eieit Thoba. Oscab crosses lefi and sits 
right of tabh.] * 

I want to ask you certain questions. J\^ Ctt %\^L' 

, ., Oscar. , . ^^' H 't' J(<k*, 

Ask them. seAi«l kx. cw**. in <M.a^ ^ ^ ^^, , 

^*^^J^<^ ^ - If Thom were free would you wish to marry her i . J 

If she would have me — yes ! A^. , 1 ■ , 

UJCt* (H, A.kiif. 



'.You said just i 
thb only basis of a 



jw that iov» — mtUual Uve^waa J\fji^ ^tffflcLj 
rue marriag4. You love Thora ? , ^J 

fu cU Cte u. ( ui* <u- Cut 



THE PRODIGAL SON 
I Oscar. Jvccco 

Maoncs. 
gtreet, good gir), but she is a. eimple Cnou>( (*** 
n who haa never blsen out of her owe h L, fiil. 
uuuiiiii-j', wuuu ^ou have saUed aqd seen the world ip . . ^, 
many lauds. ?ould your love bear the strain ci ^ 
such au unequa I marriage ? 



Tbora is a 
Iceland maidt 
»untry, while 



Why do you 



Oscar. 
u itsk me a questi 

Maonds. 
^^1^ [Firt^.] Wtuldit? 

Oscar. 




Magnus. 

Tbora is pi-acticfilly her father's only daughter now 

and he is old and very fond of her. If he should 

wish you to remain in Iceland would you be willing 

to stay here for the rest of your life ? 

Oscar. 
If he made it a condition — yen ! 

Magnus. 

The Governor has plans for your future, and you 

have your own aims and ambitions also. If these 

should clash with your love for Thora would you be 

willing to give them up ? 
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Undoubtedly, 



THE PROmOAS, SON 
Oboak. 



t? 17' 



You are sure of that 

OSOAH. ^^ 

Sure of it — that is to say — if they tempted me(^&£hH4 •'^4,4hri«4 
away from her — tempted me to leave her and go to i'' . j m . sLlJi', 
EiDgland— ^^ ' . . ^X 

Maonub. -^^ *^ gAjey 

Or to any other country— <w any other vmnan t <*'i-^ #bt* ('■a^j-(*. 

OSCAE. 

That is not possible 1 

Maqncb. 
But if it were possible ? 

OSOAR. 

I Bhould not go. 

Maonhs. 
Then you have counted all the cost — all the con- 
sequences ? 

Oboab. 
I know nothing of costs and consequences. I only 
know that I love Thora with all my heart and soul, 
and if she were free from this miserable contract in 
which she had no part I should consecrate my whole 
life to mnke her happy. 

[Magnus takes up pen, ink, and writing 
materiaU from dresser and pule them on 
table before Osoab. 
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24 THE PRODIGAL SON act i . I 

MiaNOa. ....^ ^ - t-ta*^ » "^ I 
Then write that. ^TtTfiTZLX *^ 

Oscar. ^*- *-^^'^ 

Write it ? 

Maghds. 
Write it, and I — I will give her the letter. 

, / , rfftstJij.] You mean that, Magnus? That you Co"—* "** 

hciU* h**w»*S' wiu give her back her word, and find a way to break t C'AJbC 
iLa^u. ^* ^'^offthia betrothal? 

vJiZ| tUujL Magnus. 



,~ n, , r"^^ Write your letter. 



i-j _ [J/(wed.] What a good fellow you are ! 

ma frr' " i 'f T hnd bch« T u »^^iuuBlj auil w iah Uj - 
iw Mt ¥ u n I Inul mvm (klltHi Duijl p. Be t if I Latu J e nw - 

m-nng tr. j,^.. T nnn H.i— I. .t 1. . tinH-n.. — .j f T ' .^ fN^ / 

t Tnnn i ig tbnn by f I nrir'g my iirnrrrti intm nn l i n i n jT i nr ''f^^'*^' 

^mdi. I toill write the letter, Magnus— and, you kii/vw^- 

s lail please yourself whether you deliver it.— ^tio' fl6i.(A<wli 

[ ObcAb sits at table and writes '''"•pidly. u^T^^ 

Magnus goes over to chair hefm-e stove and ij/»-/&^ 

sits with his face in his hands. The doga jrt^^,^-3'( 

(a-eep about Aim. J JbTv^ 

There ! I think I've said all we talked about if ^ ' 

less than a fraction of what I feel. 

Maqhus. 
[Rising, taking letter and indicating \ppsr rwwi, 
kft.\ Now go into my room and wait untU T 
to you. 
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ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON 2$ 

Oscar. *3»<, £««-«— ^Ig L^^. C. 
Don't keep me In suspeBse. O b J h w o w a if Tbuia 

ir" ir-m iil , 1 i f ii l iii i l i m ii li rn ii m il l l iii ii l i l 

rrrryli tn thinlr atinwti TTfrhn^j ~ni>^i it nrr hirt 

n.1...i r„ .,j.n«t »- ,.»-*-.,rf= k-^],^,, ^ n»^ *» ^ jl i. 

taw B a li M B B w k a J oa't W Mt t to h i puiuuuJuJ ~" 

MAGNtia. 

Wait! If I agree to break this contract and take JJ'^*^ '^** ^' 
the conaequences there ifi something you owe me — t Jf , I, , 'U' i^ 
you owe your silence. ■ . / 

Assuredly. 

Magnus. 

What I do or say at the ceremony this afternoon 
you must never allow it to be seen that you know my 
object. Is it a prom ise f 

Oscar, jl,^^ C. fttcov 

Certainly ! But when all's over and everything's * 

settled what's to become of you i 

Magnus. ^iJL^ i^ cLc^ M^si^. ThM**** 

Who knows ? Everybody has his own wounds to 
bandage. 

Oscar. 

Upon my soul, Magnui, I don't know if 1 can «<*•(• '•'^tO 

accept your sacrifice. Perhaps the brave thing, the -{y JL „ j^^* 

brotherly thing, when I found I loved the girl you /) T Z^- 

were going to marry, would have been to stand t«ck ''*M'*4i«*)H,(i' »■ 

insilence. YetlAoiito speak. It was fate and I I'jlt I \ 

could not do otherwise. But there's my letter. Do 1^ *fi■^-«■. 
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as you please with it. Destroy it if you like — nobody 
wUl know. Thora will never know — even I will never 
know. The betrothal will go on as intended and 
muIjuJj u, yauiiy tba.wiiai^ And when aII is over and 
she is your wif e 

Maghub. q 

[Down stage, viaiUy agitaUd.^ What then ? 

OSCAB. l^ifwj h, ?Ulo L. 

Then I will take the first steamer back to England 
and neither you nor she shall ever see my face again. AoCaX*^ 
[Bsdt OscAB into rvom, Magnus comes down to <16^**^ 
stove with letter in hand. uJb 9^'* 

. ■ MAONue. R..C. '^ £*tiw. 

Jit l4 0™*j5 \*J "DoM you please with it, Destroyitif you like — 

-1 A A fcii^ nobody wil) know. . . ." 
ItftxA, a. C*.""^ ^ [RokU Ike letter in both hands as if atruggUng 

(l iLuA Om^^ ''t^ *"' vjifh an impulse to destroy it. Then crosses 

^"^ I lo lower door left, crying in husky, agitated 

Thora! Thora! ■. 

[Re-eTOerTnoJiA. more composed. '^^'^-^ 

Thoea. '^■*- 

Mu' ItaOuA^ <• ftOW- I'm ashamed of what happened just now, Magnus, 
. ■ I and I ask you to forgive and forget. 

UTh^fceU iX UJ- Maqkus. 

* hfct4-wt" U ^*' I cannot do either, Thora — not yet and in the way 

you mean. 
ft- a' . Thoea. 

Don't be too hard on me, Magnus. I'm trying to 
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make amends and it ira't may. Since I went into 
that room I've had time to think and now I see 
thiogs differently. It wasn't mv fault that I gave 
Tou mv word, but I did give it, and I — I intend to 
keep it. 

Maqhvs, 
WiU that be right, Thora i 

Thora. 
'' It may not be right to Oacar perhaps 






I'm not thinking about Oscar now — will it be right 



to me 
ffirnlT 


f^^ 


8>«&H?ki>^9 him'iilli''»jli 



jU* 



A*i- 



marry me while you love somebody else li 



Thoba. 

I'm only trying to do what is right, Magnus, and I '^lA' WW* 4. 
if you think it would be wrong to marry you I will C^J fl biit^ 

never marry at all. I i J / 

Maohus, 

matffopd will thftt be to me, Thora'tJ Five years,^ 

Te5~ySS7"twenty" years hence wHat good will i( be to 

me that because ycii had given, me yoiir word and 

couldn'tikeep it, you are living odt a lonely life komi;- 



TUOBA. 

I to do ? 
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Magnus, 
Marry the man you love, Thora. 

Thoba. j 

[With omazenKnt.] Magnus! "i^^ '*^'^***^' i 

Magnus. ^ ^r.^^ 

[Giving letter.] Here is his letter. " 

Tbora. (. ■ ( 

He gave it to you to deliver ! L ^\JUt%U,K^J 

Magnus. 
I asked for it. 




Thora. 
How good you are to me, Magnus ! I f-^f-i'Srv^^iL ^ 

Magnus. ^ 
Read your letter. 

[Thora erosaea right, opens and reads tetter. 
Magnus stands by table watching her 

anxioudy. Her face shines with happiness. 
His saddens and breaks. 

irfla yWisLfl** Howsplendid! Hownoble! That's what I do call 



'SJ)"^^ 
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ACT I THE PRODIGAL SON i 

brotherly t Oscar tells me jaa think you can put asid 
the conti'act. You are too good^too generous I 

[She kUeea letter and puts it in her breaet. 

Maonub. C . 
Mow you must answe: 



Thora. 
Not yet — not immediately. 
Maqnus. 



R 



[Zeading h^ to table.'] Immediately I The family 
will be here preseDtly, and if Oscar does not receive 
your answer before the time fixed for the betrothal he 
will take the first ship back to England. 

Did he say that ¥ t 

HAoHua. 
Yes. Write your answer. ^ ^^^A) tfia* \le^ 

Thoka. 1 J 

I cannot ! Your goodness and kindness have ^ 

driven everything out of my head. 



Then write to my dictation. 

[She siiB right of table, takes uji pen, wipes her 
eyea and virites — Maunus haek of table 
dictating. 
'• My Dbab Oscab, — I received the letter you sent 
by Magnus " 
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Thoba. 

[JTriit'Bf/.] " Sent by Magnus " 

Maqmus. 
" And believe you love me dearly — 

THOKi. 

" — dearly " 



Thora. 
'* come between us " 



[hiXJici^CiJik.') Must I say that, Magnus ? 

1 t^Anil nugnnnti hw i IaIiuji bu ikglio moh li ppy^ 'J 

. \' L_^ TuuUA. I \ A 



Go on, Thora. 

Thoba. 



■,..<,., Google 



ACt I THE PROntGAL SON Jl 

MAOHUS. if 'i 

" Therefore if he can satiafy my father aod yours at | "" "^"-J 
the ceremony, I will marry you when and where you u-f^jtj^n^ YAtc 
please, because " I ,, i , . 

Thoha. MUmvI- 'ditjU. 

[SobbtHff.] — " because " | 

Magnus. « 

" Because I lore you with all my heartaud soul and i^ vrf — i 

strength," [Tbora. is wiping ho' eyes. OCja \ 1 

Sign it. . . . Seal it. . . . Address it! . . . 
Now give it to me ! • 

[ffe takes up tetter and b b w i u i .imv m' nffh t. r"^^-^ ^^ -- ■ 

Thoba. ^. ijt^ h^- ^. 

•^' r*^' Y [Riring.] Stop 1 You are heaping eoala of fire on Jl. . ■ . 

tftL;. L my head and I cannot bear it. Give me back my r'^*' 'nSi^m^.W 

letter. 1 SUU (J^^^ 



Thora. 



It's either your happiness or mine for it now, .tLf^ 'f. 



Thoea. ^LroX "Lic^y^ 

[^Taking Oscab's letter from her breast and trying to '^^^t'w.UvL' Ct,^ 

fAnisf i( on Magnus.] Here, retvirn him his own — say ka*.^ i" 

there is no answer. "^^Mi: 



ImpoBstble 1 

Thora. 
Give it me ! Give it me t 
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JAiQSUB. 

, no, no! 
[iS'Ae ^flings her»df vpon him, both arm» about 
his neck. He struggles vnth an ijnpuJee to 
embrace her, conquers it and breaks out of 
her arms and flees through t/ie door. Thora 
aiande a momert,t wh^ he has left her, 
breathless and dazed. Then, in the silenee 
comes the blowing of a horn, followed by 
sounds of wheels and beUs. GfDBON cojoes 
ningfrom within. 



GODBUN. 



The Mistress aod Margret Neilson ! 

[The Poet, a canvas-covered waggon drawn by 
I O ponies, crosses window and draws up at 

Cd: CLo-Vf S^ >■ . porch. Anna and Maeqeet in bright 
summer bonnets seen inside. John hurries 
up. Servants shake hands with Ausa 
and help her to aUght. AH happy move- 
ment and noise. Ackt Makgkbt comes in 



hi: Maboret. 
I, here we are, ar^ we ? Sure you'v^ not made a I 
mUlkke? Six mortal hours on the w^ as Pm i 
livinK woman 1 Did ypa think it was a [funerat 7011/ 
wereTcoming to, Fostmtin i 
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the prodigal son 
Foot. 




idn't think it ivbs a fire neibhei 



Mabobei. 
thing it wasn't, tay man, or these wou1dn't\be 
\acinder left by this tim^. 



[ToJoBSfWho has lakai travelling bags from wti^^on.] 
Take that into Thorn's room, and this into mine, 

John. 
Yes, ma'am. 

[JoHiT takea on« hag to lower dovm left, and 
goes oat with others through inner room, 
OvDKmi foUoudng vnth wraps. Thora, try- 
ing to compose herself, turns to receive M 
ladies. Auht Mabgrbt sita right of table, 
Tkora stands in front of it; Ansa Titovea 
about room. 

Amn' MABaRET. 
So we've overtaken you at last, you naughty thing ! 

Anna, 



[Laughing.'\ Don't take any notice of your cross ^ \ 
>ld auntie, Thora. Ever since you and Oscar rode '^***-^"'" 



Aunt MARaBEr. 

Why did she ride away from us, I should like to 
kiiowi 



a.d] 
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THE FBODIGAL SON 
Ahna. 



"What a nonsensical question ! When a girl hasn't 
set eyes on her sweetheart for seven long days, isn't 
it natural she should be in a hurry to eee him! 

Aunt Mahqbet. 

Fiddlesticta t Don't try to fouI an old fox, Anna 

dear. It wasn't because she was dying to sae Magnus 

that she cut away from us, but because somebody else 

was going to ride off with her, 

Th0R4. 1_„ . 

[Divpphii/ her head.] Auntie! 

Aunt Mahoret. 
Oh, you needn't colour up like fire, my precious. I 
know it's the truth without that. 

Anna. Co«^^ Ua^wU i'eJii. 
How absurd you are, Margret Neilsen I Even if 
the children did want to gallop off together instead 
of creeping along with two old creatures like us, 
Where's the harm that has been done ? 

Aunt Makqbet. 
Oh, don't ask me where's the harm — a little brook 
can start a big rirer ! 

Anna. 
, you forget that Oscar is Magnus's own 
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Aunt Mabobst. J, 11 . 

So was Jacob the brother of Kaau, and Cain was L ^7^' ' \ " 

the brother of AbeJ ; and those ten big beauties were P^*^ Wi-* Uu^l' 

the brothers of Joseph and Beojamm! 'l\j U ^^jL (^ 

[Laughing.'] Gracious me, Margret Neilsen, what a ' 

baA disposition you've got ! That's the worst of you, 
Margret — you've got such a bad disposition! You 
talk about Oijcar as if he were a regular scapegrace 
instead of my own son and the dearest boy in the Cirt^ t* t'C-Jrit, 

Aunt MABaRBT. / 

It's easy to defend somebody whom nobody wants 
to strike — I say Dothing against Oscar. 

Anna. 

Of course you don't, you cross old creature. You're 

fonder of him than anybody else, and I do believe 

you're only vexed with Thora because you wanted to 

keep Oscar to yourself, you jealous thing. 

ACKT MABOBin. 

Many things glitter in the goldsmith's suop, but a 
senrable woman doesn't want to grab the whole of 
them. 

^NNA. 

And does Thora, yon silly? 

Aunt Marqret. 
It looks as if she did. She's to be married to 
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Magnus, yet ever since Oscar came home she's been 
with bim overy hour of the day. 



That's exactly what Magnus would have wished, 
being away at the sheep-gatheriog, and not able to 
look after the child himself. 

Aunt Makqbet, 

The more fool he ! The man who is going to marry 

a girl and wantfi his brother to look after her while 

he is away is a fool, and bis friecds ought to take 

care of him. Two dogs at a bone seldom agree 1 

Anna. 

[Laughing.'] Margret Neilsen, what names you are 
calling the children ! 

Aunt Maroret. 
Then don't tell me Magnus could have wished it. I 
kuow the men better than that, bleea 'em ! 

Anna. C«vkm ^^owv' U \-iiJAjt, 
Yes, indeed, you know such a lot about the men, I 
wonder you never married yourself, dearest. 

Aunt Maborbt. 
That's why, my precious I 

Anna. 

Ah well, this is what it is to be old, you see. When 

people are young their hearts make their own sun- 
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Yes, and moonsbiae too, Anna dear. 

A»»i. Jsvvj ^C 0X\tfi- J^ ^lif^ 
[To Thoka.] Doa't bother about this nonsensical 
old woman, Thora, but go to your room and dress. 

The gentlemen will be here presently, and they'll .. i , . 

g want to go on with the betrotbal immediately, i JLtri-lM ouw 

Stow Crying? I know I I cried myself when I went /-j^A, , L i! 

through the same thing long ago, [Going upJ] Ah, a ^7 ^J i*' 

woman has only two days in her life that are her | S^iiwi. 
own — her very own — and her wedding-day is one of 

AiTNT Makqret. 
And what ia the other one, Anna Magnusson ? 

Anna. 
[On alep at back.] The other one is too far away for ^ , - , 
Thora to think of it yet, bless her ! E.-ii.(L" ^fc. '■' ' ■'■'■ •' 

[Exit Anna. Aunt MAsaitEr wipes her eyes 
fwriinely and comes down to Thoe4. 



i^-'^itdcj) 



AcNT Mabobot. 
Aren't you going to kiss your cross old auntie, dear ? 
[Tboba kisses her.] Now let's go and put on your , 

kirtle. [They move towards loicer door fe/i.] But just Ous. t L, 

take a cranky old woman's advice and don't make ^"'^^-'-^ 
trouble between two brothers, Magnus may not be X^ 
as clever as his brother, but he is just as able to take ' 
care of a girl and g^uite as likely to make her happy. 
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Thea your father and the Governor have set their 
hearts on this marriage, and if anything should 

ham»en [Sounds of horses' hoofs and men's Caugk- 

ter.j Here they come ! They'll expect us to be ready 
— quicl(, quick ! 

[She A«m«a Thoba into room,, and follows her 
as two ponies cross window waiking, with 
Governor and Factor laughing and talking. 

Factoe. 
[Speaking as they cross.] Then that's settled, 
Governor % 

Governor. 
Yes, that's settled, Factor. 

a J 1 [Thty alight. Pastor, now in gown a/nd. ruff, 

I {\J y^^ , meeto them. John cffmesfrom right, Gudrtjn 

/( ^ tf from toithin. General greetings. 

Governor. 
Everyhody arrived, Gudrun ? 

OUDKUN. 

Yes, sir. All in their bedrooms dressing. 

Governor. 
Then we'll drink a bottle of wine and rest till 
they're ready. 

[John takes ponies, Gddrun brings wine and 
glasses. Governor sita right of table. Factor 
Uft, Pastor back. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



act i the prodigal son 39 

Pastor. 

WbU, you have taken us by surprise, goutlemen. 

QOVERHOR. 

Sarprise ? 

PAsroa. 
With this betrothal, I mean, 

FicroK. 
What could be more natural ? The Governor and 
I are lifelong friends, aren't we ? 

Pastok. 
Yea, certainly! But Magnus! I didn't suppose Po,Ur 

he ever thought about anything but four-crops and i*^ 

lambs and wethers. And to think of Magnus making 

a match ^_^ ^ j„ 

Governor. 1 I B 

Ob that ! I J 

Factor. 
We knew how to manage that, didn't we, old 
friend ? 

Governor. 

ICuj r ^^1 y^ i"^ Tataat bow to manage that ! 
^^^ [They laugh, nod, and wink al each other, 

pouring out wine and jingling glasses. 

Factor. 
It was this way, you see. One day our Margret 
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told me something that Magnus had been saying 
about what be would do with my business. " There's 
sense in that," thinks I. So over I went to Govern- 
ment House to call on the Governor. 



Governor. 
You did, old friend, you did ! 

Factor. 
" Upon my word, Stephen, that si 




Governor. 
Glorious ! The very thing," I said. 
" It has been the dream of my life to cement our 
friendship by a, still closer tie." 
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Governor. 
[Jingliiig gUutea.'] Your health, old frieud 1 

Factor. 
And yours ! 

Pastor. 
But the young people— what a aurprise for them, 
though ! 

GOVEBNOR. 

i got a surprise 



Pastor. 
Aaother aarpriae ? 

Governor. 
That's so I W * '^ ! h o e n 4 hi wi tiug 4> m rt^^^iw^'wJe- - 
up frnmJitylijwiwlt. 

Factor. 
Perhaps you wouldn't believe it but I hold with 
young people enjoying their youth while they've got 
any. I managed to miss mine somehow — and it's 
been work, work, work with me all my days. The 
same with the Governor, it's been work, work, work 
with him, and we haven't had a holiday between us. 
But we're going to have a holiday now. 

OOVERNOR. 

Yes, we're going to see the world in our old age. 
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the Factor and I, but it's got to be with eyes that are 
better than ours are now — the eyes of our childrsD, 
God bless them ! 

Pastor. 
Ho you intend to give the young couple a wedding 
trip abroad, do you ? 

Factor. 
We do — England, France, Italy, Switzerland 

GOVBBHOB. 

London, Fans, Home, Nice, Monte Carlo 

Pastor. 
[Lifting his hands.] Monte Carlo ! Aren't you 
afraid, gentlemen— afraid of those whited sepulchres 
of the gay world ? Don't you. think the moral founda- 
tion of the young people may be undermined in 

those gilded iliiii.iin full iif liiilliiiii^i^iiiiil 

atiiammtmr^ T\nv» ymt imaf tham um tlii.i lit— ywaa 
iiihiMi ji hiiiiliMII Himihliiiir 

Faotob. 



\_Latigking.'j Think of Thora in " the wh 
sepulchres," of the " gay world ! " 

Governob. 
[Laughing.] And think of Magnus's " moral 
foundation " being undermined at Monte Carlo ! 

[Governor and Factor are laughing merrU^ 
when Ansa, drMserf/or (^ ceremony/, cornea 
backjrom iimer 3-oom and UghU ttove. . 
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f^ 



Here's Anna, as fresh and young as ever ! Upon 

my aoul, Stephen, it's only like yeetonJay we were M i^b^ hj^' 

doing all this for Anna herself. if T^Pj 

Actrr Mabqebt re-eTUers, also dretaed for ■"■*Ki' WjW* 

ceremony. U. rfLiu^L lU*m 

GOVEBNOB. u*' 

And hero's Margret I All days don't come on the '^**r''*'u n- 

same date — we must get ready for her next. ^ tJ^luliJL * 

Factok. ^-tjjfcjk^il 

For our Margret! She'll have to be quick or tjfij 

shell be late then — people don't hatch many chickens ^^ ' 
at Christmas. 

Aunt Mauoret. 

Late indeed ! If I couldn't catch up to you folks . /. ^: 
with your pair of chicks apiece I shouldn't thinkity"*^**" ** . , • 

worth while to begin. — " " ' 



[Biemg from Jire.'\ Well, two would be enough for 
me, if I could only keep them. But that's the worst 
of children — they many and leave you. 

Factok. 
It depends on circumstances Anna — the marriage 
contract, eh, old friend ? 

[Governor and Factor nod and laugh again 
CM the Sheriff enters. Q 
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Pastob. 
Wet], here comes the Sheriff with the contract 
written and ready. 

Sheriff. OXH W^^ Vrw toJr^ 
Yea, here are the documents, gentlemen, all in 
perfect order. 



Sheriff. 
You're right, Pastor. It has taken me a good hour 
to engross this contract, and Oscar himself couldn't 
have written it quicker, 

Anna. tLsu^ cUiff oX" R. 

[Closing door, £c.] Here is Oscar. *.,, .1 

\Enter Oscar, dressed, flushed, and excited. "CW 3LM 

OSCAK. *41t*t**t/ i 

Sorry to be late, but I've raced Magnus, you see. 'i h.O|bt{i 
[Takes Anna by arm and cornea down. \ I 

Pastob. 
Magnus has raced you in other things, my boy — in 
getting a wife, for instance. 



Oscar mustn't dream of leaving me yet, Pastor. 
Besides, he has his work to think about-— his career, 
his music. 
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FAfTTOB, 

Time enough for everytluDg, Anna — the Factor has 
another daughter. 

Factob, 
What if he has? When a man is an artist he 
may have many maatera, but only one mistress. 

OSCAB. 

[Flitting Ahiia in chair by stove, his amu about her 
ntxk and kissing A«r.] And only one mother, you 
know. I 

[Thoba re-enleri in bridal coalwme. L- . 

GOTBEHOE. flJJ Vi^ ?>irh, i-'cJAA. ' 
Here she is at last ! [Embracing Aer.] But how - 
pale, my child ! ji i* (* 

Apnt Maborbt. ''^ Ij 

You may well say so, Governor — she's been crying 
all the time I've been dressing her. 

[OscAE takes Thoba a/nd tfiey go up toiking 
earnestly. Shbbiff opens papers. Pastoe 
ami Factob bring dovm chairs. 






I never tan understand wht a woman mu8t|i 
J when ane's going to be narried — it's s 
complimonnto her new huebaLd. 

\ Aunt MAEOser. 
An good aaVie deserves thousb — generally. 
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I agrea with Margailet. If ever there was a 
for tears It's just at that moment ofl life when 
is taking ner first grean leap into thd dark. 




And I Rgree with tie GovernorJ When I 
girl weepilig so bitterly at the allar that 
hardly utter the responses T know Bhe'a going 
\ happy bqide. 

JfACTOR. 

Well, here's the bride — where's the bridegroom ? 

Governor. 
Dressing up in his beat bib and tucker, I'll be 
bound. 

Aunt Margret. 
Who can blame him ? You wouldn't have him 
wear poor clothes when he's making such rich 
pockets. 

Anna. 
Oscar, where is Magnus ? 



Magnits. 



[Entering.} I'm here, mother. 

[He is dressed as he went out, fmt sHU more 
untidy and dishevelled. The company 
look at him in surprise and utter exclama- 
tiotts of diaappointment. 
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TeatUt/.'^ Well, well, let us get to work and have it 



'Ae company eeat themselves. Sheriff back 

■)f table ; GovEENOR and Fastor left of it ; 

■^ACTOR, Oscar, TuoRA,an'j Adnt Maroret 

itheri-ght of it. N.iOiSJJ8ongpinning-atool 

\next to Anna, who sits on a chair by stove. 



Hush I Hush! 



Pastor. 



Sheriff. 



[Reading.'] " Whereas, it is faithfully and honour- 
ably intended that Magnus StepbenssoD, eldest son of 
Stephen Magnusson, Qovernor-Qeneral of Iceland, 
and Thora Neilsen, eldest daughter of Oscar Neilsen 
{commonly called Factor Neilson), merchant of Reyk- 
javik, shall be joined together in holy wedlock, it is 
hereby agreed and contracted — 

"One — That the said Magnus Stephenssou, after 
1 his marriage with the said Thora Neilson, shall 
always reside in Iceland." 






Voices. 



Fair ! Only fair ! 

Sberiff. 

"Two— That the said Magnus Stephensson on bis 
marriage with the said Thora Keilsen shall be taken 
into partnership with the said Factor Neilsen and be 
granted a third share of the profits of the business," 



Voices. 



y-) 



Good ! Very good ! 
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Shebiff. 
"Three — That in the event of tbe death of the 
said Factor Keilsen duriog the lifetime of the said 
Thora Neilseo, she shall inherit one half of all the 
property of which he dies possessed, leaving the re- 
mainder to be disposed of in the interest of his other 
daughter, Helga Neilsen, now in Denmark, as he 
may hereafter will and determine." 

Voices. 

Generous ! Most generous 1 



" Ab witness the hands of the said parties and their 
parents conjointly the day and year " 



VoicEa, 
Splendid ! Really splendid ! 



■J ■ ■% [Shaking hands with Factob across table.] Just like jR^ i^' 

W<>JW»*1 *''*'***' yoti. old friend I ",_;«- 

" ^ FAcroa. 

[Rising and iinitating manner of aucHoneer.] No- 
body bid higher? Then going — going 

GOVEEKOR. 4- ^-ft-^Lw tt^* . 

"Wait ! Let us ask the opinion of the young people. 
A cow seldom kicks when you're carrying her clover, 
but still — just a matter of form, old friend ! 

Factor. 
Very well ! Thora, what do you say ? 
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Thosa. 
[^«r«ou«/y.] Hadn't you better ask Magnus firet, 
father i 

Factor. 



Maqncs. 



Ew^ 



-.teuiKtiixlu 



[A/t^ a pause, rising.] I don't like it at all, Factor, 
and I cannot sign it. 

[Sensation. Thora rises, Oscar dratOB her 
dovm again. 

Factor. ^-^--jji^ 
Is that so ? I thought I knew something of these 
little matters, but if you can draw up a better | 
document—— 

Governor. Ct'o^-^.-J-^ 

Some trifle, no doubt! Magnus will explain. H^'"^'*^ ■ 

What is the point you object to, my son ? g^ /li.i/-/ If^ 

Maonus. £i«v(r<t-^ 

According to this contract I am required to live 
in Iceland all my life. That's slavery — I will not 
submit to it. ^ijv. I tXo 

Anna. 

But, my dear Magnus, don't you see the reason 
for that ? The Factor has only two children and one 
of them is away. Helga is like Oscar, she is going to 
be a musiciaD, and that means she must spend most of 
her life abroad. Therefore, Thora is practically the 
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Factor's only daughter — his only child — and if she 
goes away from Iceland who is to cheer him np and 
make home bright for him ? Be reasonable, Magnns ! 

J . FA.CTOR, 

^i Wl«lt *'** ^^ J Anna, hadn't we better let the yonng man finish ? 
He may have other objectione. Have you i 

Maonus. f^ 
Yes. According to this contract I am to be taken 
into partnership but only on a third share. Partner- 
ship is partnership, and where there are two partners 
it should be half and half — I must have half. 

[Astonishment. AgainTaoRA.risee and Oscar 
tbrawa her dovm. 

Factor. 

[Laughing bUteHi/.] Why not ! Everything is hay 
in hard weather. I'm so hard up for a son-in-]aw that 
I shouldn't stick at a trifle. I tliought if I allowed 
you to come into the business I had created, and to 
work it with my plant and capital, one third was 
generous. 

GOVXRKOB. 

Most generous I 

Factob. 
[Witheringly.] But why shouldn't I go farther? 
Why shouldn't I give away the loaf and then beg 
the crust ? 

Governor. 
Magnus, the Factor is treating you with boimdlees 
liberality ; but no well is so deep that it cannot be 
emptied, end if you go any farther 



il^) 
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Why shouldn't he? It iaa'tfair pUybetweeen the I triftfji^^a-Lj 
-wind and straw, but why shouldn't he bent me about | -. .J T 
a little more ! Anything else to ask, air ? *J "*** ■ 

'M.iOUVB. 

Yes ! By this contract my wife is to inherit half 
her father's fortune at his death — she must inherit the 
whole of it. 

Voices. 
Good Lord! 

Governor. p 

Magnus, are you dreaming ? Jllo you forget that ^-'^■4^ 
the Factor has another daughter ? 

Magncs. ,1 • ^^^ij 

No, sir. But she is away. As mother says, she ^7 J 11 ft 
may spend most of her life abroad. And if my wife 'v'MtoJvci "Uj ^W 
is to be compelled to pass her life by her father's side ^jj^jJ /l 'Ca^ - 
— cheering him up and making home bright for hira , J'' c 

— is somebody else, who has done nothing, to sweep olT '^(^k^fcfiiJfcw r \ »«• 
half of all he leaves behind ? No ! My wife — if I IL %hM t H*#rfc 
marry — must have everything ! c^ y/j- "^J^jL, 

' Factoe. 
And so these are the only terms on which you will / • . 

do me the honour to marry my daughter ? ^£*i^'**£tW. T 

Maonds. 
{StiUeniy.} Yes. 

[Oewmi murmurs of condemnaiion. Thoba 
drops her head into Aunt Marqret'b 
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Aunt Mabobet. 
Well, I am deceived in Magnus ! But there's not 
much pleasure in playiug with the head of a mad bull 
— better get to the other side of the hedge, it seems 
to me, I . 

Anna. St"^ *'*'*'■ ** ''^• 
My son, my dear sou, you haven't thought of things 
in the right way, or yoa couldn't do what you are 

doing. Ti'f>T. —y pn^t T ^nn't lilrn *k ... i..... ; .i j .. i ii .^ - 

I I ' traata at- all. — I t a e o m s- Jilio a t e mp t ing of ProTidonc e 

i'twiL*'-*^ ta ta il t .a h aii tmfln a y UTid biis iaeBa j us t w he n - two eon la 

. I who lo¥0 - on e nnothor are joining tb e maelve s toget h e r 

and bo < wming ono, — Bu t you a r a m a k ia g i t w o r s e , 
Ha gm in y n i i rt r n mnlang it fii nn mmr i n harg riiini — An 4- 
ttftnTCiink of Thora. If you refuse her father's offer 
everybody wOl hear of it, and the poor girl will be 
shamed. Come now, for Thora'g sdie, even if you 
don't quite like the Factor's conditions — for Thora's 
sake, Magnus — will you not ? 

Magnus. 
[J/ier an effort, in a quavering voice.] So ! 

Voices. , K- *" ^^^~!'^?X»^' 
Infamous ! Hateful ! '^^"^ •" V*" 

f. I.ll ' J [OscAE riMi and goes up stage. 






GOVBRNOE, 



A ' II I 1 "jyVUBMOB, 

C(s,4, jnJiTCAulVS *yp* [RiHng, mopping his forehead.] Don't go away, 

II fi^i-fi-r W" cJlJL Oscar. I know you must be disgusted with your 
I* WICW 1 brother's conduct, but I want you to speak to him 
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IBeepltf agUaled.'] Forgive me, I cannot do that, 
atner. It is impossible. . i j 

GOTBBNOR. . " U J I . 

Ah, I know your affectionate nature, Oscar, but 



_ _ _ toCfii)/<wru» YflaX- 

you must not be silent from any mistaken tenderness Ktfl^g^ hv»/uvt 

to one BO hard and obstinate. Bpeak to him. He is k / 

making a breach between two families by asking these ''^Aih.Mt nW 

utterly impossible terms. And all for what? Only hm,(l* jl'-* (,/• 

to indulee his greed — his sordid selfishness ! i , . Tf *^ 

OflOiJi. ^ ^, ^ 

[StiU at back.^ Don't say that, father, 
known Magnus all his life, and never to this day 
have we seen a selfish thought in his heart- -never 1 



r-- 



Then we see it now, God help 
Speak to your brother, Oscar ; for the honour of the 



family, speak to him. | 

OSCAE, 

[Coming doit>n.] I don't feel that I have any right, 
sir — any right or any excuse. Magnus knows better 
than we do what he is doing and he must have 
counted all the consequences. 

[GovEBNOB groans and nts. Oscar cotnea 
dovm right by Thoba.] 
But if . . . if I cannot speak to Magnus there is 
something I can do — I can ofier to take bis place. 
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Anna. 

Oscart 

Oscar. t*tJL StJ-'o^w 

It you and the Factor will consent I will accept 
the conditions of the contract just as they are and be . 
only too proud to marry Thora if she will accept me. | 

Voices. 
Splendid ! The very thing ! 



[Wiping his eyes.] Just like Oscar ! Always doing 
the great thing ! But I cannot allow a momentary 
impt^e of generosity 






CAvI. Oscab. 



ti^^iktAjilX.) ^' '^'^'* ^^ gi'eat thing, father, and it isn't a 
,^Um,KU ; momentary impulse either. Since I came home 
Ij^AJ IvMw , from England I have learnt to love Thora, and if it 
is understood that Magnus refuses — that is to say no 
longer wishes — to marry her 

(UTiA t»J*i 9W Factor. 

/K&IKiwt) That's so— undouhtedly so ! 



Oscar. (Jt,^^.,-,-. 

[Looking aUadfasUy at Magnus.] If that is undi 






[Thoba Ufis fier head, rites, and holds out her 
** hand. OsGAu takes it eagerly, amid general 

• A\&yKuj chorus ofjoyftU eaxlamatiotw. 
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Factor. 
What Ao you aay to that, Stephen! 

GOVEBHOK. 

I say it's fast ambling — too fast — but if the young 
people are satisfied, and Oscar is content to give up 
hia career in England — his music, liis profession — 
and take up your own business 

Oscar. 
I am, father, for Thora's sake, I am I 

Factor, q,^ L 'J^C'^ ^- , * • 
[Sxcitedly slapping him an the back.] Then so be it, (."^Ww , Y<^' 
godson! Sheriff, alter the names in that contract JajV^m At A- 
and let it be signed without delay. 6): Ok.: k^iio^ytfl ^/ 1 ' _ J 
\Cr&»eralmovwnenl. FACTORfS-twswfoMAQNrs, ^ "^iu Uik^ 
wAo stands with impassive /aceJ] l^, , -.^ 

As for you, sir, you thought to corner me, but.^.^ L^^'^f ■ 
there's nothing I like better than to dish a man who 't' . 

tries to dish me. Grasp all, lose all ; your selfishness (a«^ U '^'■t- '^ - 
has done the work everybody wanted, and I'll go to 
bed a happy man to-night! Ha, ha, ha I 

thoha. Ov^^ (; ^^, 

^Trying to come between.] Father ! / J U 1« Csi^e*-.uJt. . 

Factor, ' ] ' 

You get away, Thora. If a daughter of mine had I (3 ,, 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



S6 THE PRODIGAL SON act i 

49p6 what he haa tried to Hn t-n-Hav ehe wouldn't; 
have a roof to coyer her ! 

GOVKKNOK. C\.*um bfc C I 

Neither shall a son of mine — not in my house at i 

all events ! Magnus Stephensson | 

U, i-i *^'*'''"' ^'^^^ ^- I 

yJCW tavt*-<*4 [InterverUiig.] Father ! For mercy's sake 

k^KMAvIt'^ I GOVERHOR. 

[Brushing him aaide.] Hold your tongue, Oscar. 
Magnus StephenssoD, understand that you remain 
here at the farm for the rest of your days, and thank 
your stars you are allowed to earn your bread by the 
sweat of your brow. 

Shekifp. 
[At teWe,] The amended contract is ready for the Ju^ fn. 

\^\^, cf^»M [Jo^til ghouls of company. Ohcae, Thoba, ^ Ijvii, | 

•Tv 14 ■ I 1 1 •,! GoTEENOR ttjid Factor sryn, Sheriff tOTi- ,. 

VW^.^^^^^ *-^UH,*^^^,neaaing. Meanwhile there comes from ""^ 
iJ '[l"^«\.«.ll ^U \, without the sound of a ffuitar, followed bi/ Sc^'- I 
WrV^Wk, IwrvWw lUvW ^ processi^m of children, gaily dressed, ^0^ 
WjuAiy K^.flj'Vrti) IlvaVOL' crossing the window. AssA. opens door 
^wvuv*" J "\ J ^^ children troop in, bringing bou^fuets, 

t; 'U.'fcv-i. ^ ^^* > "'*"^* ^^^J/ ^-i^*^ *" Thora. She takes them 

{«ji(Uh4I 3W6*a*i^ Iwfc QREiiwhofU their aprons with the ^fiouwTB. 

1, .J 1 "^ ' irijuL ^^* children, with girl playing guitar, 

^4kiif CmM fr**'"'****', " ;ww« M/i to inner room, upon which the sun 

' . ' hjj. .',_1 .ft.tt. ,** ^ow setting in a warm red glow. 

c , I 



ICT 1 THE PRODIGAL SON S7 

OUSRUN. 

[On stepj. Supper is roady ! 

[With happy chatter all go up to inner room, 
except Maonub, who continues to stand hy 
»tove, unregarded and vnobaerved. The 
eurtaiiis are drawn aaroaa opening, darken- 
ing the front room. The buis of conversa- 
tion, %Bith joyous peals of laughter, eoTue 
from within, mingled vnth the music of the -j . 

guitar. There is it moment's silence owdyuiAu^ CL^*, 
Tbora comes through curtains, very jwr- Ccvv/ti-ilxj 
v&us and near to tears. She steps down to 
MAGHua, who is conscious of her presence 
but does not mcwe.] 



JLttc iUm. /^W 

Tbora. ^^*JtUf UUi ^Afwu - 






Osc&r told me I was not to speak whatever bap- A Ca>&*«^' C' ^f 
pened, but it eeemed bo terrible that you should turn j^^ . j" 

appearances against yourself like that 



Magnus. 



^*fv£« -iLiM. -Uu^ 



We bad made a mistake and had to get out of it 
somehon. 

Thora. 

I know. And of course I think it will be all for 
tbe b«st Id the long run. You would hare had no 
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joy of me, Magnus, and perhaps I should have been 
very unhappy. But that you should allow everybody 
to believe you were only thinking of the money when 
you weer really thinking of me 



It's all over — let us say no more about it, Thora. 



[fFj^A emotion.^ I — I feel as if I were losing a 
friend, Magnus — a brave, true friend, who would have 
done anything in the world for me. 

Magnus. 

Qo to your happiness, my child. 

Thoba. 

Won't you kiss me good-bye, Magnus — just for the 
last time, you know ? 

[Me tume. She holds up her face to him. Se 
gaihera her in his arms and kisaea her on 
the forehead. 

Maondb, 

[With slrong emotion.] Good-bye, little girl, and Qod 
bless you, and make you very happy. But if you ever 
want me say " Come," and I'll come to you — if it's to 
the farthest corner of the earth. 

[7%<y s^forale. The buzz 0/ conversation come* 
again. 
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Osoab'b Voice. 
Thora! Thora! 

[OsoAR comes through ottrlains, eeea Maohub 
and BUjte down, Thora goes up wad into 
imier room. /• 

OSOAK. CSV^ 0*-*^^ ^^ ^' 

MagDUS, now that we are alone, ;ou must let me u)C<^ ^ktttA 
thank you for what you did for Thora and me. It was IMaaJ / f.J 
too generous, too brotherly, and we can never be It, ? . 
BufficioDtly grateful— never ! jSCjc^ «T/**7' 

[Maohus turns aside, his faux white and twitting.' Jjit^^ */, i 

But it was horrible to hear you bowled at like that. g^J*^ ifi 
You pledged me to say nothing, and you were right, 'T't^M'^ 
plainly right, though it made me feel like a coward 'Z y^lt^ct, 
and a hypocrite, tempting and condemning me to f 
silence, 

[Maonus is breathing heaxUy and ttniggling to 
control himself. 

If it hadn't been for the fear of involving Thins I 
couldn't have borne it, — upon my soul I could not I 
fiut I cannot allow the error about your motive to go 
much farther. As soon as it is safe to speak to the 
Factor and the Governor I will set you right People 
Eihall know the truth about what you did, and why you 
did it, and they shall make amend and atone to you 
for everything. 



[Turning fierc^j upon Oscar and takingsome steps "^^^SitAJJi 
to le/i.] I don't care a straw what people think I did \*f^fhi\ita 
it for, and I don't care a damn if they never make a ,^/ /** 
amends. You know what I did it for, and that ia ^ '*^Wt 
enough for me, I did it fqr the sake of Thora. AAAu ifl Jt\J 
I gave her up to you that you might love her and ^/l / ^ 

*^Uti /U 



:^ijU 
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cheriBh her and be a better huBband than I could , 

r^be. But if you ever neglect her, or desert her,*or 
Wtgive her up for another woman, I'll take her back — 

do you hear me ? — I'll take her back — and then — ' 

■then, by God I'll— I'll kill you! 

Obgab. 

[Fleiming up.] Magnus! 
bf\t . J 5(u^w [Tkere ia silence for a moment tokile the brothers 
vHbf^ ( ^ J' stand face to face and eye (0 eye. Then 
,e ■iiJoJu. *^' Anna's voice cornea from within crying 

eUi' '*• "Oscar!" Osa.^ listens emd fails back, 

y***' Anna. - 

[Coming Aroitghc-urtains.] Oscar, where are you ? 
[She looks from one to the other. Oscab goes 
up to her. 

OSCAE, 

\Taldng her hand, putting hie arm about her neck 

and leading her up.] Mother ! 

f^ u !■ -iL [OscikfL and Ass K go ihrow/h curtains — Anna 

CDeOr rKu»^ SMlTkfl taking a lingering look hack at Maqnuh. 

C/LAf^lta iJjUtJL' lutlf MiONDS elands until they are gone, then 

(.1 ^ I A {.'■ ^^9^^ * pace forward and sinks into 

Mj U*. UvmuL *l *** chair, with his face to thestove. Thereiano 

KvAXilrkf ftCu> t Ifc* ^^^ *" ^ room except the glow from the 

I , wood fwe. Children's voices come from 

|^^t*«ti Iff Uv( hJ^Mt vithin singing ike bdroikal song — "Two 

'( , , H 1, ' Roses of Love." 

JK<vM U4^ U [Darkness falls and the inner room appears in 
k in af t. ^ " tableau. Thoba is seen in a high- 

P*'*** *" 'P*** ^ backed chair which is covered with /lowers. 
■■' fc. t * fluartJlJL OacAR stands beside her. Thareis an empty 
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ehair facing th«7n, back to avdMnet. The 
company about fAe taiih am raiding tieir 
glaaaea to the bride, amid a buzz of merry 
voioea. 
\The singing ctrntinvea; tableau Jadee/ stage 
Hghtene attd Maghub is seen huddled up in 
the chair before the dying fire, with one of 
the dogs licking the hand that covers hit 
face. 

JuJi-Ur h^tJti^^ i^ CUUl U -^ ^'^' ^ - 






^^". '-'ifh '<^' 
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Scene rtqyresenU the inferior of Oovaiiment I/oum, lee- 
Umd. A Bpacious garden-room. The half of right 
side is a drmdar glass front with large foMiitg- 
door. Outside the gla^e front a. verandah. Beyond 
verandah the quay, on which people are teen paes- 
ing to and fro, and in the background the Fiord, 
with steamer at anchor,and moimiainein distance. 
On left side of room, a door to dining-room. Lower 
dovm left a grand piwno. At hack a wide opening 
to hail, in which staircase can be seen. Ottoman 
on right down ttage, with Dutch spinning-wheel in 
fivnt ! a sofa on left hy piano ; basket-chair cAove 
fdding-door. Small round table in middle of 
floor with vase for flowers. Chairs right and 
left of it. Large telescope, globes, Jx. A bear's 
head with crossed spears, wolfs head v>iih gun, 
fox's head with how and arrow hang on walls hack 
and left. The whole effect is of good taste, com- 
fort, affluence, and some dignity. 

TTAm the curtain mes tteo maid-servanta are 
coming andgoing between Dining-Room and HtM, 
carrying empty dishes and bri)iging in fruit. Jing- 
ling of glasses and cries of " Oscar ! " come from 
within ; then Osoab is heard replying to a toast. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



THE PRODIGAL SON 



[Within.] Thanks, hearty thanks I Thanks for your 
welcome home after our long and delightful hsaiej- CXuivC/ 
moon I I thank you on my wife's behalf and on my , ,/ 1 i. 

own ; but not least on behalf of Helga jjingUng of *^inUi^ . A* 
glasaea and applause], our lovely Helga, who has come J^^J^ ^ L^i ■ 
back from college in I>enmark more charming and ya / 
beautiful than ever, taking all our hearts by storm. X^ l/Lut' 

[Renewed apjUaute, in the midst of lohich " 

Thoka, looking pale and tredk, comes out 

of Dining-Room, assisted hy Anna. 

Thoba. 
It's nothing. I'm quite well now, mother, I don't ?* t* - 
know what came over me. ^^ ^ 

a™. "^. S«-^ 

[Leading her to ba^t-chair.] Perhaps it was the ^^itAXi ^ 
heat. B h sa W t n thgg is sb i ln e a There's going to be ' 
thunder. Sit here, the air from the Fiord will soon 
revive you. 

TaoRA. 
Anna ! 

Akna. 
[Opening foUting-door.] Yes, dear? 

"When Oscar was speaking the Governor asked me CjLa^ 

such a strange question. ^*^ 

Wh.t«..lh.l,Thor.T'' f^"-^ "S ^-^ 



ii~M^ , 
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ThOKA. 
He a^ked me if I -waen't sony we had brought 
Helga home with us. 

And are you ? 

Thoha. 
Sometimes — perhaps it's foolish — sometimes I 
think I am. 

Anha. 
[Behind TaoajJa chair, smoothing her hair.] Iknow! 
And it isn't foolish at all, dear. Oscar is doing 
wrong — somebody must speak to him. 

Thooa. 

Oh, it isn't Oscar's fault. Ever since he married 

me I've asked myself what could a clever man like 

that want with a creature like me — what I c&n be to 

him. 

Anna. 
You can be a good little wife to him, and that's 
what you are, Thora. 

Thoba. 
But Helga is so beautiful, so brilliant. She has 
every advantage over me. 



That's just where you're wrong, dear. There's one 
point at which our little Thora has an advantage over 
Helga and every other woman in the world. 
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Thora. 
You mean with Oscar ? 

Yes, with Oscar, because [in a ddighud whimper, her 
arms about Thoka's necA], oecause you are going to 
be the mother of his chUd I 

(* X I'fu^**^ [(riiAyfoaminj;ey<»,] You mean that when my bah; 
jIl^-j Uh. *^*^'*' '^'" forget all about Helga. 



(tc) 



[^ajreWy.] You think that? B«allyf You think 
Obcbx will love me again for baby's sake ? 

Anna. 

He will love the child the more for the sake of the 

mother, and the mother the more for the sake of the 



[Rapturously.] How sweet I How beautiful 1 . 

[Enter Aunt Marorbi /rom dining-room with J~ . 
tray 0/ fruit and vrine. 

Aunt MARaoBT. 
Where's my little poppet ? Ah, here she is ! You . -a 
are wanted in the dining-room, Anna. [Anna Ai«M«'iwvJo Vt^JlitX' '-^^ 
Thoka and goes book.] See, yon must swallow a ^jvi i-m^ A sJla. 



*ra*^ . i^tjX '^y 
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mouthful of this. It will put some strength into 



IT — ^ — J ■ — — i„ — .;„ t — T;-|-nrjhiii]r ii nn 

gBcd la iHie. 

■ Bubbi B lt ! W » d an 't a ftll t h i a b e ing g aad i [M a idi ng 
9laa.] Thnt's %a»A, thongh, inn't i*4- 

[j4/W dri%iking.^ Auntie, don't you think it's silly 
to be jealous? If a wife, for e:fa,mple, fancies her 
husband is fascinated by another woman — don't you 
think she's silly to be jealous ? 

ApNT Mabqret. 
[Bringing aushion from 8qfa,Jixing it behind Thoha.] 
She's silly to show she is, my precious. It doesn't 
prevent the sting to bite the head of the serpent. 

Thora. 
|^t,j CtAwt' So you think she ought to be quiet and say 

^^ I 'i il ' Aunt Marohet. 

^^ ) '■*nj^**wfr Certainly I do. If the man is going to rim away 
j-'^v, ^ from her she had better let him run, and if he isn't it 



[Tailing Jruit, laughing nirvoudy.'\ Don't you 
think Helg4 is very beautiful. Aunt Margret ? 



C*k^ 
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You Anouiehe is, auntie. If onlya girl is beautiful C ?'*■ i?' 
e has everybody at her feet — every man at all i^^JMaiMj) 
ento. I II i 



Perhaps. 



the prodigal son 

Aunt Makoekt, 

Thora. 



^ 'tJXii, Ca.wL} 



Aunt Makobet. 

They muBt be the chiropodists, theo, and there are 

not many of them in these parts. But beauty isn't 

everything, and that's a mercy for some of us. It's 

like bright metal — it fills the eye but not the belly. 

Thora. 
Aunt Margaret, what plain things you say some- [ 
times! 

Aunt Marobet. 

Do I ? Then it's best to say them plainly. Some 

women talk as if they had got nothing between their 

chin and their toes. 

Thoba. I i P J 

But don't yo^ think Helga is Hever, auntie? J t**»*rt*f U,L'^h«L^ 
Aunt MiRORliT. | "^^^it^' a- 

I who can't datn a'^fi-Ui* &^iwt/ 

' arned at college. •■ — -" 

-r W * At- tAtJi 

women, I suppose. } -^v^ 
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s a drl earns in her kftcben. 
Thoiu. 



[SinUing happily.^ Auntie, didn't you think Oscar 
was very unselfish when he signed that contract ? 

Aunt Maboket. 
[Covering Thora with rug Jrom ottoman.] TTn- 
seldsh ! To sign himself into a fortune ! 

THoai. 
But now that we have come home he will have to 
take up the boBinees. 

AUHT MARGKBr. 

Certainly he will — the best business in Iceland. 

THOKi. 

Helga seems to think it is a little beneath him, 
Auntie. 

AOHT Maborst. 

[Taking up trai/.] It's good enough for Helga's 
father, and he made it. Besides, Os^ has nothing 
else, and an ugly sheep is better than no mutton. 



Oh yes, be has his music, and Helga thinks if it 
hadn't been for the business he might have become 
a great composer. 
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Aunt Mabgket. 

JOoinff baek.] Does she indeed? People who are 
:ed needn't go about mending other people's 
clothes. 



[J?ictf Aunt Mabobet into diniitg-room. Uo £ litiJl' #/ (il* 
Thoba draww a totig breath of rdie/and (. . ^^'^ "j 



THOBA draioe a Umg t>reath of reliej ODut /. h 

happmeaa. People pasting along the yway ^'* ^Hii4iiJL JdL 
how to Iter, "Goo<i ""™-" tw~ 'i^""' " r: .'***' "^^ 

(md she returns j 
tha-e ie the sound o_i 
and MAaNUS ridee up. 



how to Iter, "Good evening, Mrs. Thora," Cl^ . /» 

and she returns their salutatltmB. Then **^»<^'\, 

there ie the sound oj a horse's hoof a on quay jl^^c 1% Cvllil 



ui«^wO 



Magnus! 

Magnus. v>Ju« l\\n hn^dLAj 
[i ' w fw wyi y/Wrf t ' w yrf g oi ' i ] I heard you had arrived, 
BO I rode over to welcome you. You are well ? 

TUOKA. 

Oh yea. And you ? 

Maokus, 
[Drawing chair and sitting.] I'm strong, always 
strong, Thora. 

Y*^'^g in gffinf "" '■nmf"'-t»hiy t 



k'ff- 



'««o 



fn.»» n—t. 4.1.-I fi n a il h u d [|Bii i r Mmrn n 
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Magnus. 
S a^ quitnj {Jtibapa. C a t t lw G o¥op 



, f^^^^ ^f ^»n„n»j. 1.^^ 



^ ^ wb aa t he old p eap lo » ra gM ii it ki fco lio mine gl te 

I ,-,.. L ' : gntbai'. B(rt what a time you've been away ! S^iJ^^ "Cj 

''/■■,"•,,,.«■ THoai. ' ''^^^ 

\ ' ' -■ Haven't we? Seven mouths — nearly eight. 

Magnus. 
And you've been everywhere in the meantime % 

Thoka. 
Everywhere — Borne, Naples, Venice, Mice, Honte 
Carlo ! 

Magnus. 
All the sunny south lands ! The sun should have 
done you good, Thora. Yet you are pale — a little 
pale perhaps. 
. Thoka. 

1 Li h '^'"H '^^ there'd nothing — nothing the matter with me. 



v^otjAi . You enjoyed your journey ? 

Thora. 
Oscar did — every day of it. 

Magnus. 
And you, Thora? 
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Thoea. 
I'm not a good traveller, I eoon tire of Bight- 
seeing — of picture-galleries and opera-housee and 
casinos — ^and if it hadn't been for Helga 

Maqnus. 5(-a^^J, 1S^ ^ 

Helga ? Has Helga been away with you ? 

Tboba. 
Oh yes ! She had just finished her course at 
coll«^ when we passed through Copenhagen, bo we 
took her along with us. 



Magnus. 
You took Helga on your booeymooa i 
Thoba. 



I iauL n u- r 



[Laughing nervotuly.] It was all my own doing.. I j ^/j f} 
thought Oscarcould nevei' be dull for a moment while Ji .t tJ ' 1 

Helga was with us. W«, tj CWW «■ 

Magndb. uk_ 

80 Helga used to go with Oscar to the opera-houses 
and casinos ? 

Thoea. 
Every day, every nigtit, nearly always. 

Maomus. 
While you used to stay in the hotel? 

Thoba. . 1 

[jiwiwarcKy.] Tes, I used to stay in the hotel. ^ ll-tHJ 
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Maohub, "^(^ 
Were you uofc lonely while they were away ? 
t J Thoka. 

jbft Ri— >(»*| wTiy, gometimee perhaps— just a little — being so much 
d inM^kS *0[l%4AiM^l°iiB and among bo many strange faces. 
Cb "CwSlU. ]ULu6ta. Maohus. 

[J wt 'ny ,] And I thought you were so happy. 

Tboba. 
[Sagtrl^.] But it was my own fault. I wished it.^3j.,^j, 
I mean I — ^I didn't wish Oscar to feel that I was a 
drag on him, so while Helga and he took pleasure inn^ l^O 

^ theae places >y^i-(w 

/K UK*W W«*t [^(op», breaks dmon, unpta Aw ayw «teabAt/y. 

(ijL|'. maonu.. j^,^ .^_^^ 

It must have cost a deal of money to see all these |^. C. 
sights, Thora. 

Thora. 

It must. Travelling is so expeasive — especially 
when there is more than one to pay for. 

Magnus. 

And then there was Helga, 

Thora. 

Yes indeed, there was Helga. But father and the 

Governor gave Oscar a cheque fw fi i'e t liu B BJuid 

(TMrnti ~n the day of the betrothal, and it seems to 

have been sufficient for all. 
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Mianos. CrCVi,^ t *- ^ W.<1»- 
Still I cannot nnderatand how he made it pay for 

J ' tf J^ [^neoffi^,] No, it isn't ea^ to understaiid that, is 

C^i£ HM' **• to doer of verandah. 

I beg paidon. Mm. Thoi«. BtKy tgignii Hi «n [■'f« !<• "i^" 



This gentleman is from Copen- I li Cfn,, 
hagen and he wishes to see the Governor on important I 



Thora. 
But the Governor is still at dinner, and unless the \ 
businesa is urgent I 

Sheriff. 
I'm afraid it is — extremely urgent. 

Magkus. 
But my brother and his wife have only jufit returned L. t^ ('iJ^ 
from abroad, and if the matter can wait until to< ' 

morrow 

Sheriff. 
[To »6ranger.] This is the elder son of the Governor, 
and if you would like to ask him a question 

AOENT. Co*» U^Ciuta to-Wo 

I should, [To MACitiDe, lakitig a paper fr&m, his 
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pocket-l I am 



,11 agent of the Bank of Denmark and »^*^^M 
I of Hand for a large Bum drawn by '^tiZj^ 



Hj I -/. ttiis is"* Note c 

Jk^fH ''-'^ **'**' — {Sheriff, glancing at Thora, "H'm! H'm ! ")— 

UrAXV^A^Ld UotlL^^^^'^ ^^ * member of your family. 

. . w .^^^ i 'FV(A a mpp-e«sed cry Thora risM and cornea 

' ■' '^.{i.v'Awfl down to M^- ^' '■ ■- • ■: 



It purports to be signed by your father as security 
and witnessed by Factor Neilsen. 

Magnus. 
Well, sir ? 

AOBNT. 

Naturally you know your father's handwriting ? 

Magnus. 
I do. 

Agent. 
[Sanding doaement.] Will you be good enough to 
say if this is your father's signature! 

[Magnus takes paper, looks at it, ilarts per- 
ceptibly, recovers himself, glances at Thora 
and hajids the paper bojck. 

Magnus. 
Don't you think it would be more proper to ask 
that question of my father himself? 'fL^YT^ i— ,. ti- fe^^t 
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Aqent. 

No doubt — certainly — but to protect your father's 

Sheeiff. CtfWAo pWrfu t» f^'^u, 
Magnus, to make tlie position clear to you, we 
ought to say that though this deed is drawn in the 
name you see, and dateil from Copenhagen, it turns 
out that it was negotiated by a lady 

Magnus. 
[Involuntarily,^ A lady ? 

Shebiff. 
And that the money was paid to ber at Nice. 

Stkanoer. 

Therefore if there is anything wrong, as the Bank 

gees reason to fear — if your. father did not really sign 

this document — and 'your brother's honour is being 

played with by somebody 

[Another suppressed cry from Thoba. 



\ 1 ) Sheriff. 

On the other ha id, if you 

genuine, I be gentb man will 

under the circumste aces, and ^ 
without ti ^ubling t|ie Goverripi 



can say th* signature is 
take youi^ word for it 
go back to' Copenbafen , 

ar. __-'-. J'>-<V«. J Mo" 



\AfUT glancing at Thoba.] My sister is unwell- 
let me cidl at your house in half an hour. Sheriff. 
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y[tU {*AUf. Did you? 
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Shbbifp. 

That will do. Excuse me, Mrs. Thora — sorry, very 
sorry I 

\Exit Sheriff and Str&hokb. Utvi^cLaJ" 

R-. 

Tbora. 
.] Was it the Governor's signature ? C 'Vttl- C . 

Maonus. 
Don't aak me. 

Thora. 
But was it ? 

Magnus. 
No. 

Thoba. 
Did you recognise the handwriting 1 

Maohcs. 
Don't disturb yourself, Thora. 

Thora. 



I thought I did. 



Maosus. 



c 






[HxcUedly.] Then this is Helga'a doing — I feel it it^_ 
is, I jtnoutitis! lU^jit w-, U "f*^^;^"' 

Maonub. ^ ^ 

[Taking her arm.] fou are exciting yourself, Thora "*- 
Let me help you to your room. f "ii- L i, 
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l>tJij^aif^ 



[ grfj a fo w fy ) j WMi y wy f a wiw i i g ttaii - UM e i ] I'm not! 
beautiful and clever aa Helga is. I'm only a poor,' 
ignorant little tbiog — I know that quite well. But 
oh, my love for Oscar was wonderful. I could have 
done anything for him — anything. [Vehemently.] And 
if Helga Mi^ Mt 

Leave everything to me, Thora — everything. 

Thoba. 

[Turning at openinff.] What will you do at the! Cvn4\\ut \ 
SherifiTs, Magnus ? ' 



I must see Osoar before I go. If he listens to what \ 
I say this may be a good thing for all of ns. But if \ 

not 

Thoiu. 
You wotddn't do anything to Oscar's injury ? Q^&ffC*^ \u 

Maqnus. 
Many a man sharpens his axe who never usee it. y^ ^"^^ ^ 
[Tenderly.} Come, sister-— come ! Olo^^ 

[He leads her to the foot of stairs and Btande 
vjaiting until she disappears. Meantime 
OsCAB comes bounding cntt of dining-room. 

OscAK. 
Thora! Thoral Jl^ ffj. %^l 

[Goes on to vwamdah calling, then returns as 9»<^ U ^-wv^cUw- 
Maqnits eomea back through opening. t ^iKitwi'a^tJ^ 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



iu>M**^ 



V 



rS THE PRODIGAL SON act ii 

MaqnuS. £■*'>-» fA^-^^ *" """■"^^ '^ 
Tbora has gone to her room, Oscar, 
p 
Oscar. 
[Oroasing to foUtnu her.] Ah, Magnus! Delighted 
■o see you. We must talk a little later. 

MA«»™. u. si^ir *"" 

Wait! ■ 

Oscar. 
Another time. 

Magnus. 

[Laying hand on Obcar's arm as he cros«».] Now ! 
I nave Bomething to say to you. 

Oscar. '^''*"''^=*^a^' 

n t /iXt XfA«A^ I^ '* '^ about my promise to set you right with the 
U- ^aV*'* old people, I must explain that unfortunately — thus 

,k.<W far 

Magnus. 
Never mind that now. I want to speak of another 
matter. 

Oscar. 
What is it ? 

Maqnus. 
Thora. Have you looked at her? She is ill. 

0«CAE. Cy-*vt.^ ti 

Not worse than might be e^ipected under the clr- L.. 



t'i" 
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M^QNUS. 



What circumstances ? 



OacAR. , ., " / -< 

Is there no other cause, Oscar ? <^s,C^ U I— j^" fll "fcT"'^ 



Well . . . Thora is to be a mother before long. | 

V 

Oscar. II 

What other cause could there be ? 

Maqnits. 
Her sister, for instance. 

OSCAK. 

Helga? 

Magnus. 
Helga and Thora can no longer live under the same 
roof-tree, Oscar. 

Oscar. 
Why not? 

Maqkus. 
Thora is your wife, and the sweetest woman in the 
world; but Helga — Helga Is sheep from another 
sheepfold. 

Oscar. 
[After a mojnent.] I cannot pretend to misunder- 
stand you, Magnus ; but apparently you are not aware 
that Helga has been away with us. 
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^«^K4v» frCi^f^*^**^ MAONns. 

i> >M>tl^l 4 >WVl ^ know all about that. There are women with the 
. . 1,1 instinct — the mania — of self-sacrifice. Thora is one 

>w:<4,„^ Ct4 da of them. 

lUvi CKo *U., Oscar. 

If you mean that it was for my sake — mine only — f o 
that Helga travelled in our company iL, t-. 

Magsus. 



It was. 

Who told you BO ? 

Thora herself. 



Oscar. 
Ma an us. 
OacAB. 



vvAA.MtA '*f) ■ So you confess that yoii have been talking with my 
/) ^./ /vL, tnKiu "'^^ *"* "^'^ intimate — this delicate subject ? 



\Firw.g Trj-^'Thin jnii wiitt 



■^l-vcL 



Magnus. 
This is my business. I intend to make it so. And 
I tell you plainly that Helga's place is no longer in 
this bouse. 

[Oscar controla his anger and hursta out 
lauyhing. 
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OacAR. C-m^^ U "i- ■ 
It is impossible to be angiy with you, Ma^us. 
Yoa do not undentand the position — the pouition in 
which Helga and I stand to each other. It is friend- 
ship. 

Magnus. C; . 
Don't deceive yourself, Oscar. 

Oscar. 
Is friendship impossible between a man and a 
womaD? 

Maonus. C , 
Possible or aot possible, I advise you to put an end 
to it. 

OSOAB. 

[Lauffhing again.] We simply do not understond ^"rfULi^ U ^ ■ 
each other, Magnus. We talk different languages — 
stand ou different ground. 

Maqnus. C 



Then yours is the ground of a geyser and it is Lci\J\Xu 
breaking up under your feet. I warn you to turn — 1, ' J 
turn, Oscar, before it is too late. rW»X. 



OSCAB. U. 

Very kind and considentte. But I am not afraid 
of your geysers, Magnus ; and even if I am to be swal- 
lowed up I presume it will be my own concern . / fc^^^,^J \ 

Magnus. (^ 
Then what about Thora i Do you want to bring 
her to her death i 



\AujU^ H**»^ 
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Oscar. 
Her death? 

Magnus. 
Her death by neglect and torture. 

Oscar. 
\Bridli7iff up."] Torture ? 



Torture I The torture of seeing another woman 
take her place. 

Obcar. 

Good Lord, man, do you really think I'm going to 
allow an outsider, even if he is my brother, t« conduct 
my famil)r aflairs ? 

MAONtrs. 

[Firmly.] Oscar, the time has come for you to 
choose between Thora and Helga. ChooEe, and choof e 
now — it will be best, I promise you. 

OSCAB. 

[HoUy.] Have you done? Quite done? Then 
listen to me. I resent the miserably low standard by 
which you judge me, <Mi»^aa»f4» yDii P ingi auft t io BB 

U) . uud i iii luy fe et. The bond between Helga and me is 

fo i^ict K<W IkAninot the same as the bond between me and my wife. 
^\ ^ Helga is my companion, my comrade. We have 
^ everything in common— the same interests, the 
fame tastes. Since she came into my life I have felt 
like another being- She has given me new strength, 
new joy, new inspiration. Her sympathy and en- 



(m^\JL/ 



hjJKlMl^- 
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coaragement have awakened whatever gifte nature has 1 
given me. And must I, at the call of a cursed con- \ 
ventionality which makes evil of everything, sacrifice | 
a friend who has made me better and nobler ? 

U 
Maobob. S>'^<^r^- . '• 

Has she always done that ? [A pavM.'\ Ask year- j *A«t h%4i«*vML 
self. Ask your memory — your conscience. [Anoth^ I CfcuHuli fil/ 
pau»e.^ I know nothing about differences of bond — I , JTj *^ 
I know nothing about conventionalities. I only know t« (Xi> OU^tiC 
that the woman who comes into a family at the in- > 

vitation of an unsuspecting wife and then pnsbes her 
from her place is one who will deceive the husband as 
she has deceived the wife and stick at nothing. 

OSOAR. 

Magnus Stephensson ! 

Magnus. 
Stick at nothing, I say — not even at dragging the 
man down to disgrace and crims. 

OSOAB. 

[AlTnoBt dwm/aundtd.] Orime f 

Maqnus. 
Oscar, you must tell Helga to leave this house. 

S he i o my gu a a t I w ill not inmilt her . 
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Ivtw^ ' But whose bouse ia it ! 



Neither yours nor mine, yet all the same you must 
tell her to leave it. 

And if I refuse ? '4^' ^ iff'j^*? " 

Then / must turn her out of it 'h'Ou^ U IJ-O-ca. 



[/n a low, firm voice.'] ■JieSi 

[X (2ea(2 ^tMS. £nl«r HBLOiyrom dining- 
room, humming tune. She comes down 
beUoeen.^ q 

Ah, Magnus! What an age d nee we met! But ^l^^aK^ 
you two seem to be quarrelling. What is it about i 
Come, let me act as arbitrator ? May I ? 

Maonus. 
You may, and ae peacemaker as well if yon will, 
Helga. 

Helqa. 
Obarmingl 
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Maqnus. 
I have been urging Oscar to do BomethiDg be is 
unwilling to do. Tt conc«mB yourself, Helga, and 
1 must leave him to tell you what it i8..^Jf_hfi-^j'**^ W^ 
decides to do it, I give him my promise that I will |A. . L . 
protect him, for hia wife's sake, against a great peril Jw^^ fjiftfAjUi 
which is hanging oser his head. But if be will / ^f • / 
not, and you will not, and anything woree should '^^ 4**1tA*..-«UW^ 
happen, I warn you — [A« steps back to door] — I warn YrLtXi S h^eJ \^^ f 
you that when he is turned into the road be shall Uj -^ C 
not go alone. ^**' 

[fxtt Maqnus. Silence utit'd he htts crossed )w-t-vwlj rrw.A^ 
verandaA. Then the others speak in rapid 
whispers, standing side by aide. 

Heloa. 
What did he mean ? 

Oscar. ^. 

He knows, Helga. ll ^ 

Helqa. I y^ 

Knows what ? | ^ 

Did he say so ? I 

OSOAB. I 

No, but be has been talking with Tfaora, I 

Helga, Q 

But Thora herself does not know. 
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OaoAR. 
Then I canoot understand. My brain it 
racked, stupid. 

Helga, 
He lias frightened yoa — that's all. 



)rt^:tlw Lw 



lfl3tt« 



be**** 



I wiMt h a 



Oscar. 
mUe-e»wMid-H 



iw , Ho l g i* S vety- ^^. "^ 



—we'll soon be out 






thing frightens me. 

Hbloa. 

Yeu'll bogin hniineaa ta mawi 
of this bother. 

Oscar. 

Never ! It's like walking in deep enow — ^to drag 
out of one hole you must plunge into another. My 
poor father ! I ask myself again and again how it 
came to pass and I can find no answer. Sometimee I 
think I was mad— I must have boon. 

Heloa. 
Let us not talk of it to-day, Oscar. Why should we 
meet misfortune before it comes ? [Feeling/or hit 
/tand.^ Whatever happens I shall never forget you 

did that for me, dear, and if 

[Voiceg heard in dining-room. 
Hush ! They're comjng out. 

[Ske begins lo ling " Santa I/ueia." Oscab 
sits at piano and play» ihe tune. Heloa, 
singing, goes over to verandah and ptwsks 
jlowera. The hum of talk is heard Ji-om 
within. 
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F&OTOR. 
Thaokd for the meal, Anna ! 

Other Voices. 
Xhanlu ! Thanks ! 

Anha. 
Coffee OQ the verandah, Marta! 

[Company come out. Anna, ths Factor, ths 
Pastor, Auni Margret and Governor, 
then Doctor Olsen,] 
But Where's Tbora? 

Oscar. 
[Very wftiy.] Goqb to her room, mother. 

FiCTOK- Gfvi — ^ C^jvoo C. 
AJready ? *J 

Doctor. 
Good — very good ! 

Factor. 
[Coming down with Govxrhor.] Anything in the 
wind, think you ? 

Governor. 
So Doctor Olseu says. 

Factor. 
[Detig/Uedtt/.] Well, that's wonderful ! 

Governor. 
Ign't it ? C . 

[They take snuff together nodding and laughing. 
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Anna. 



[Coming ■■^ovm right i 
\ two men laivhing at t 



Gove inob 
[SUtitig on\sofa.] Ob, n< thing ! 



R.. 



otUman,] What are youjl 






[Sitting on bltoman.] Ni thing at kll, Anna. [They 
jwd atid lauga again.'] 

AVWr MjtBOBET. £caXH. ^^ ?»£*, 

[Ta^ng crjcheUtTtg /ronA table an '. sitting upper Li- . 
fnd of sofa.] Qoodness me, what do y< a do when you 
|kre laughing at something, I^wonder ^ 



[Sitting at apinning-toheel.] Dear Thora, she must 
have been anxious to come home ! Wasn't she 
anxious, Oscar ? 

OSCAB. 

[St^ playing so/%.] I think ahe was, mother. 

Pabtob. 
Ah, you can't tether a home-sick pony. 



And you, Helga? 
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HXLOA. 

[Coming doion to table toithjlowers,] I wasn't anxions 
at all, Doctor. 

Doctor. 
Oh, oh, oh I 

Heloa. 
Who could be anxious to leave a]] that loveliness . t , U "^ 
for this stark old wilderuess ? / ^ '^W V " 

Go™.K0.. V"^*^ 

What do you say to that, Oscar ? 'WA.^ 

OSCAE. 

[/*fl!i«tnj, (Aeji playing impt^wmelt/.] I say Iceland 
is stark and wild, father, but if some one could set it ''^'--i^i* W^^jj 
to musio, grim as its glaciers and fierce as its fires, it 
would t^e the world by storm. 

Helga. 
Do it, Oscar, do it, and we'll love you. 

Factoe. U*JjC<i (Tu, a^ 'S^-'*''-" 
Nonsense ! Oscar has Bomething better to do now 
than scrape cat-gut or blow bis lunge through a brass 
pipe. 

Pastob, . , , J 

Still, an occasional flirtation with the muses — ^you HaO( ^\tu/L_ 
wouldn't object to that, Factor. j ^ 

Factor. 
I should object to flirtations of all sorts, and think 
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the man a fool who pate himself in the way of 

Governor. 
I agree with the Factor. Oscar has got his work 
cut out for him, and a man can't have his heart in 
two places at once. What do you aay, Heiga ? 



[Arranging JlovierB in vase.'\ I suppose not. Governor. 



Oertainly not, Helga, any more than a man can 
love two women at the same time. 

Aunt Uargret. 
Surprising bow many men try to, though ! 

Factor. 

And now, Oscar, you've told us all about Rome and 

Venice and Vesuvius and the Vatican, but not a word 

about the place where they make money without 

working for it. 

Oscar. 
Monte Carlo ? Haven't I ? Oh well [pla^g 
Ttoiaily], a beautiful place ! In fact an absolute 
paradise. ■ J P ^ 

Pastor. Si'Cu^Ji..,^ "Uf ^fi*JRiX 

An absolute hell if half one hears is true. dL-n^/r 

OSCAK. 

Yes— it's that as well, Pastor. 
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AMNA. I^. Sio ^^XXZfO {[!■■■ ■■•■ 
[Stop^nng hm' wheel.\ They say people are always 
playing cards there, and that everybody is always 
having a holiday. 

Adkt Mabgeet. L . 01*. ? tpo 
Then the devil imi't — you may be sure of that, . 

But think ot the money they make, Afargret ! j* V^' 

Aunt Margkbt. 
Tut ! What's the use of a cow that gives plenty of 
milk if she's always kicking over the pail ? 

Factor. 
I once heard of a man who made ten pounds in a 
single night. 

Anna. 
[Slopping again.']. Goodness me, what wealth there 
must be in the world ! 

Aunt Margbet. 
Wealth? Sssh! What's the good of having a 
chest full of gold if the devil keeps the key ? 

Governor. ^ ■ "^ ^'^ 
He keeps it pretty tight too. When I was at col- 
lie I knew a young man . . . you remember him. 
Doctor . . . [Doctor noda\ a young man who lost 
the whole value of his father's farm in a fortnight. 
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Amna. 
But Burely they gave it back to him in the end, 
Stephen ? 

GoVBKNOR. 

Not they, wife — -nobody is anybody's brother in a 
game. He eaid he ha,dn't intended to play at all when 
he went into the rooms, but the fever mastered him 
and be couldn't resist it. 

Aunt Makqket. 
I thought it was a sort of fever — ytUmo fever I. call 
it, and the women have it worst, 1 hear. 

GOVBBHOH. 

Hia fatherwaa Sheriff vt^jlk^HM and died within 
a year, and his old mother ended her days in a poor- 
house. That's how one thing leads to another, you 

Bamboozletnent / call it, Anna. . 

And I call it crime. A man like that is a criminal, o I 



And they call it amusement ! , 



Governor. 
le. A man 1 
and I would have him tried on the capital charge. 



But the poor boy didn't mean to do mischief, father. 
We don't see the ruts when the snow covers them. 
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And then tbisk what he must have suffered with a. 
thing like tliat on hie conecience I 

GoVBENOE, 

Serve him right, I say ! The man who gambles 
with hia own money is a suidde, but the man who 
gambled with other people's is a scoundrel. It stifles 
me to breathe the very air such people live lu ! 2^.^,.^ 

I don't agree with you there, Stephen. All life is fcvii\*t.uiv • 
a game of chance, and it's one up, another down, in / 

everything. Somebody loses, somebody wine, and 
what does it matter whether the pig eats the dog or 
the dog eata the pig ? What do you say, Oscar ? 

OSCAK. 

\Wko han stopped ptayin^.] I — Oh, I don't know ^^^^^ qj. hJct^ 

that — that father isn't right — and I — I confess ( 

[He tlammert, catches Hkloa's eye, laughs 
confusedly, and begins to play again, 
whereupon Helga breaks in impetuously. 

Ah, " Addio Bella Napoli I " I must sing you 
some of the Neapolitan songs, father. c*Xl ^-^^uu 

Factob and Govebnor. 
Good idea I 

Anna. 
{Going up.'\ And I must go to my charge upstairs, ^''^s •*# f '^^^lo 
\SlUgoeethnmghhaU. At8amemoment'ilAB.T&, cj- iS-fc^jP 
carrying tray, eroeset to twartdah. Alt m«. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



94 THE PRODIGAL SON act Ii 

Helga. I 

Or wwt ! I know what I'll do — I'll dance you a j 

tarantella. 

DoCToa. " I 

Splendid ! ! 

__ J— Hbloa. -- — . . 

Dt represents — help me with tbia table, Pastor — it ?'H^ 
re^esents the wooind of a bashful girl by her bold, ^'"^j^ "7 
ba I lover. First shd will, then she wqn't — but she C| . 
dops in the end, you Inow. ' I 

AvHT Marobet. 
icioua me ! Doel what ? 



Accepts him, of o 

Uabobbt. 

[ Well, that's a relief 1 I was wonderiiv if I hadn't 
hietter go upstairs, too. * 

Helga. 
[Snatching up Aunt Maboket's ^oT'./or a tam- 
bourine.] All ready? 

Voices. 
[All gathering round.] Eeady ! 

Then begin again, Oscar. 

[OsGAB strikes up afresh, Heloa dances, the old 
men dap hands. 
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OSCAB. 

Brara I Brara ! 

Doctor. 
How well she dances ! 

OacAR. 
Doesn't she ? She does everj^thing well. 

GOVEBNOE. 

I>eltghtf ul I 

Obcab. 
Divine ! Enchantiag ! Go oa, Helga. 

Heloa. 
[Breaking off.] I can't ! It needs two to dance the 
tarantella. 




[Jumping up.] Then I'll join you. 

[ Ckorvs of ddight. 



But who is to play the accompaniment? / know— 
I'll play and you and Aunt Margret will dance. 



Aunt Maboiikt. 



The very thing! Our Margrot as the bashful 
maiden wtU he the very thing. 
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OacAR. 
\Dragging Aunt Maroret into middle ofjtoar.'] It's 
quite easy. You've otily to stand here while I daace 
round you. 

AuHT Maboubt. 
WeU, if that's all . . . 

03CAR. 

Now, Helga ! 

[Hgloa atriket up and calls directions as Oscar 
danoet. 

Helga. 
Good I Gharmitig ! Now tjsck — now forwMd — 
now round — go round him, auntie. 

[AvsTiiARGREr begins to dance, themenlaugh 
atidchen: 

Factor. 
Splendid t Hold up your skirts, Margi-et. 

Aunt Marqket. 
Gracious, no ! Oscar, you really mustn't 

Helqa. 
Quicker, quicker I 

Aunt Marc ret. 
Helga, Helga I Not so fast. You'll kill me. 

HBtOA. 

Can't atop when you've once begun, auntie. 

[AtfNT Mabqrbt daTKet faaler arid /cuter, 
JUfngitig herself itUo the ^n. The dance 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



ACI ri THE PRODIGAL SON 97 

ende by Osuab Arowing hia arms about 
Aunt Margret and kieting her. Men 
lavgh uproariotuij/. Anna returns to 
hall. 

Anna. Uyvv,^^ c/uwvj 
Qoodness me, Margret Neilseo, is it you i 

Aunt Makobkt. 
[Smking back on ottoman.] Ko, but it's true, 
though. 

'*~*J^J' [Wiping his ei/ea.] Wellj-^tfell, everything has a" {u.- 
stopping-Bpot except time. Marta is on the veran- {■■■ j, 
dab, and the cofiee is getting cold. \r c 

Factor, (^(■^■'■■j "f J 
Good ! Coming for a cigar, Oecar 1 

USCAR. 

\Going up loitk Aia arm in Anna's.] By-and-by, 
Factor. 

Anna. 

[Offering hats.] Hats, gentlemen ? The thunder is 
not far o£F — I can feel it in the air. 

GoVBasOE. 
[From verandah.] Yes, the storm will be down 
presently. 

[Aunt Maroret, Factor, Governor, Doctor 
and FkBTonpasa over venmdah and out of 
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sight. Oscar kisaea his hand to Anna, 
who kiaset her hand hack, and /oUotoa 
them. The shy w growing dark. Mabta 
retuma from verandah and goes out through 
hall. Meantime KsixiA, who has been 
playing a aUirmy passage on piano, strikea 
a loud note and holds U, mhile Oscas, who 
has come down, etanda beside her. 

[When the note has died away.'l Well! t<rt-*j o(A*nj t 

ecu. ■"'H^ 

We cannot go on like thia, Helga — it is imposeible. 



\JtjX. Ol ^^ Put it will— I feal it wiU. — ^^ "fill fir ffn niifl "" 
',(u!w *— ' =t —•" h fi lilr n livi"g "" **■" "''g" "' n rT^'P'r" 



t^ ^ 



Heloa. 
What do you think we bad better do ? 

OSCAB. 

I think ... I almost think . , . perhaps after all 
it would be better to do as Magnus said. 

Helga, 
[fimnj!',] What was that ? 
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Oscar, 
He said . . , but I hate to thiak of it. 

EeloAi 

What did be Bay, Oscar ? 

OSCAB. 

That you and I should part. 

Helga, 

Meaning that I should go away ? 

Obgar. 

[Scarcely audibly.] Yes. 

Helga. 
Or else . . , your father should be told . . , about 
that? . p , uA**^— V C 

OsCAR^ L-a>^^ fC-ajt ft. ^ J 

He shall be tolduibout that in any catie, Helga. I 
phall tell him myself. If you hadn't come to my 
relief at that moment I should have told him then — 
then and there and before everybody. But that is not 
the worst. 

Hbloa, 

What is, Oscar ? 

Oscar. 

Thora. She is grieving herself to death. It is 
pitifuL 



(Mb* Cm 
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[ Cw y i ii y tj )iyhl u/A * iw .] So you conclude • 

^ ^ ^ >^ 

PaCAE, Cj . 

Htftt** "^ When a man is married to a good woman he ought 

»l ^ !■ tiiilLu!.^ ''^ true to her. His marriage may have been a 
\j^i}X, ■ • ^ r*'P^''*niistake, an unpardonable mistake, but whatever the 
"l^tLid hM'i^^'*^ " consequences to himself he ought bo do his duty. He 
1*11 iJt I- Liu nmy have acted on impulse, before he was sure of 
\if}^ UVU himself or knew what he was doing, but all the same 

flttwiA*-^ >U**»«fcbe must be loyal and true. If he has to suffer he 

must suffer, and if he has to sacrifice himself 

ItJiA 1 t it- ■ [Covers hU face. 

J I I ■^ ^ yo" think I ought' to leave Iceland imme- 
^^Ut,^^^ diately? c^,^ uJ, u Sizc^ 

ttiW.**C' UlUkw ^ 'OSCAB. 

It will only be a little earlier than you intended, 
Hel^. You will go away in any case— you will go to 
Fans for your lessons, your studies, 

Heloa. 
And what will you do, Oscar ? 

I — I will take up my buid«M here in Iceland. 

Heloa. 
My father's business ? 
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OSCAB, 

Yes! I am uofittor it — utterly unfit for it — but% 
oftUB Bfc loa Tfl-t he G B r a m o* in the Itt f ch. — Anrl tlian 
there's Thor&. If I break the contract I will break 
her heart. Better break my own — better break my 
own ! . 

[He siU on lower etid o/i^a, kia foot in hie 
hands. She leans aghinst upper end o/it. 

Hbloa. 
But you were bom to create music, Oscar, and 
vbatever happens, you must never, never throw away 
a life that has the glory of a future like that. 



Oac&K. S'coXt^C ^ ■ 



Ood knows I I used to dream of such things. And 
perhaps if 1 could have bad you beside me always, 
Helga, . , . But that is past praying for now — 
better not think of it. 

Heloa. 



They're over already, Hklga. And Oscar — Oscar 

Stepheasson, the musician — is dead. 

\Se rises, crosses right, she m M »,- stands Ufi of him. 

Helga. 
[SoJUy."] Are things so absolutely irretrievable, 
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Oscar. 
Absolutely. 

Helga. 
[Closer.'] But if — ^insteftd of going to Paris — I were 
to remain with you 

I — I dare not trust myself, Helga. I told Magnus 

the bond between us was Eriendship, but that was a 

lie. I've tried to believe it myself, but as often as 

I've looked into your face I've known it was a lie, I 

knew it was a lie when you brought me that pape r 

Ai^t-Lji aL'J - ftt Nice, for vour eves were close to mine and thev 

pMflWWft^W* . wiped out all the world. And I know it is a lie 

JUaXh^ **• *>** ' now — now- — 

ILJi Ci/irti*« 'fc**^ Oscar ! You tell mo this, yet you ask me to go 

u *™^* ^ 

**• Oscab. 

I must. And henceforward and all my life long I 
must learn to go on without your comradeship. 

Helga. 
And what must I do, Oscar ? 

OSCAK. 

You must forget what I have said and live your 
own life without me. 



But if I cannot forget what you have said — if I 
cannot live without you ? 
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Oscar. Ac»M^m^ 
Don't aay that, Helga. 

Helga. ^<Aw^ Cfl^ ^"-^-^ 
But I do say it — I do, I do. 

Oscar, tv . 

Then badly no I ha re injuiud TU o ia th e w i ' oug I 

> dono ' to y c M in o t iU m ate toirobloj — H e l p me, 

I ToU» e what I am to do — tell me, tell me I 

[Se sUa on ottoman, covering his face. She 

leans over it, close hehind him. Thoka 

M seen coming dowmetairs, with wraps 

about her head and shoiddare. 






_H.,...(U.(jl....v..^-0^ ^ll^.(^ 



[l a « h m uuww. l Oscar, you remember our old 
sohoolfellow, Neils Finsen ? 

Oscab. 
[WiihotU looking up.] Yes. 

Hklga, 
Neils has had a great Huccess siDce he went 1 
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Hkloa. 

There was a letter from Neils when we arrived 

this morniag. He has become manager of opera 

somewhere on the Biviera. 

OSCAU. 

[fPithecepregsioHo/pain.] Well? Well? 

Hkloa. 
He says if — if you and I would care to join 

[Leaping up, orosaing left.] Helgal How can you 
think of such a thing ? B^member your father, my 
father, my mother, your auot, and above all Thora. 
Think of the waste of ruined lives we should leave 
behind ua 1 

[¥ hoka Ahj rm »i » d..t A» b oH em o f ( Aa rt a i i -a . 



/ " W n iiH thfiti >in •mina thnn th n TTJli n m i wn i T I j 'l ii " 
c \L_ f i nd d a a i i t you will ha re to li ^ o in if juu miuwii 



Ti..» n.i,i|r nf j-nnr nn lf jni i r g n nil n n mr jniir 3h. 
"Tr"*"*' — ' No, no, I can't ! I won't! If this had _\ 
come to us a year ago perhaps, but now , . Come, ^^ 
let us go on to the ver^dah. kfiUtrfk. 
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the prodigal son 

Heuu. K.. C. 



Oscar, the law of the world is tryiug to crush ttDd f***X ^A^njUj^^. 

ruin both of ua. It is trying to buiy your genius i,yxjjl^ _ iall 

and destroy my happiness — to condemn me to life- . . . 

long loaeliness and you to the misery of a loveless **** t^&'Uifc 
marriage. ^ (^ jUlt'lJAj, - 



USCAB. ^- ■ "j^ , J 

\6asping<mdtrmn,hl*ng.'\ Helgal fliAJm-Mi y^t-cK. j J 

C ft*) 



Hklga. 



Lif) 



But there is another law, a higher kw, the law of 
our own hearts, and we ought to obey that. Lei us 
obey it. 

Oscar. 
Helga! Helga ! 

Helga. 
\Opemng her arms to Aim.] We must, we shall, we 
cannot help ourselves. Oscar I 

Oscar. 
Helga I 

\He throws Mmadf inlo her armt, and there ta 
a short, pataionate etnbrace. Then, he 
break* away from her, 

OacAR. / , / 

God help me! God forgive me ! V^vv^ "^ ** 
[He Jliet off on to verandah. Helga falls 
back to fit&&,'^ At same instant she sees 
Thoba, who leans against the wall, white 
and speechless. The two women stand 
staring at each other for a moment. There 1 / , 
is a low r umble ofdtst<mt thunder. -' ^■^*x CW - 
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Heloa. 
Tfaora ! How long have you beea there ? 



Thoea.» -f-fj 

[Selpk»sly.] Oh\ Ob I ^^^-*^ <^ ^--^^ 

I m\ You have overheard ua — I see you have, 

Thoba. 
Qod help me ! help me ! 

IIelga. 
, t • I [Going to folding doors and closing them.^ Hush ! 

fjt^fiM* You don't want to rouse the family. 



L 1*1 I' iijU ['*'*<**^yt coming down to »ofa.\ I've had such a 
iTK*/ p **"*^ "Struggle for his love, and just when I hoped it would 

('.vfti '■^■"''C come back to me [eryingl 

Be quiet, Thora, that's a good girl. '^' ^'^ 
Thoba. 

Lb") 
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Hkloa. 

[Standing hy Aer.] Don't cry. Don't break down ! 

They'll hear you on the verandah. Besides, it can 

do you no good to upset yourself, you know. 

I've not been very happy in my marriage, but I 1 /. tj j/ 
hoped that when my baby came I U InJiXo^ 

It will be all right. I'll go away, I meant to go 
in any case. I'll find some excuse and go immediately. 
Only be quiet — don't make a scene, i£,rtrfe-i uJJo ri'o-a f 

Thora. 
\prying her eyes and leaping «;).] But what am I ^UrrJtJ SWtuCj 
whining about? You've been tiding to tempt my /^^^i J I 
husband away from me, haven't you ? 

Helga. 1 1 

Hush ! You'll hurt yourself. T'^-J^ ^'''^ 

Admit it — admit it 1 Why d<mt you admit it? (^ Wrt,«Ck ) 

Helga. 
[Stepping right.] Very well, if you take it that 
way, I admit it. 

Thora. 
From the first you tried to take Oscar away from 
me — you know you did. You were not ashamed to 
try during our honeymoon, and you are trying now — ^ ^ I^Mitu ) 



Cji^'ddi^/^ 
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even now — because you are lost to all sisterly feeling 
— all loyalty and pity and shame. 

j_ Helqa. 

^ a \AmM, Oh yes, you think you have been a great martyr. 

■ " ' But would it surprise you to hear that somebody else 

has gone through a still greater martyrdom ? You 

think I have inflicted tortures upon you — what of 

the tortures you have inflicted upon me ? 

Thora. j„.C • 

N. . V . Hblga. Uvi~^~i-i^ ^ 

Yes, you 1 You speak as if I were the sort of 

woman who draws a man into her net and tears him 

h\tri tl*^vstii»^^ away from the wife he loves. You would be nearer 

'J /■ right if you thought of me as another kind of woman 

(^ U U/U\ ^ altogether — one who is herself the sufferer — who 

I n '(kaavU comes too late and must remain all her life unmated 

rr*" /( "^ because — because the man who loves her is married 

d Thoba. '' 

Helga 1 

HeLOA. Uw*!..^ ifii»M*y 

Oh, I should have had meroy on your condition, 
but you wouldn't let me. And now if you wish to 
hear the truth I will tell you. 

Thora. 
And what is the truth i 



({*.tU) 
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[f7rog«iiiy hfiiihj: fi«i t'l !*/(] The truth is that Oacar 
has never loved you at all. 

Thora. 
Helga, how dare you ? The faUeness of what you ?(^fH*^J 
say ia on the face of it. If Oscar never loved me, 1/ IlLu "Wt-tdX 
why am I his wife ? Why did he marry me* ^' j^ 

He married you out of pity — to save you from a 
humiliating position when Magnus cast you off and 
you were an object of shame. 

Thoka. C.- 



'^^ 



B not true, it is not true. 
Helga. 



Oh, vou mustn't suppose I'm saying this without a 
certainty. I had it from himself. 



l'^\^ 



Thoba. 
Himself? 

Heloa. 



From his own mouth. He told me his marriage 
L It \ had been a mistake — an unpardonable mistake ; that 
^***^) he acted on impulse, before he was sure of himself or 
knew what he was doing. 

Thoka, 
You lie, Helga, yon lie ! When we wer« married 
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,1, ■ It Oscar loved me — he knows he did. It was not until 

OOIUmamJ •jT you came between us that his love began to leave me 



Iw4 ^1^. -to slip away (Bre^ 

3uA— 5 U iU>~B, Helga. ^ ■ 
Was that so very wonderful ? I tried to sympa- 
I fAt-xU*. ft ifi iKJ ^i^^ *'*'' '^i™ ^"^ ^*'P ^'™i whereas you had never 
[ tA*kMA^ J ri*r.i(Kj sympathised with him and never helped him, because ] 

^^\ you could not and he was beyond you. 

TaoKA. 
, . , Yes, I used to think that at one time ; and when I ^ ■ 

{%a^mJ ^6 fif&m^ thought BO I could have given him up to you. QodjS^y^'^^ 
l4Xi^ I t-|«liLs li^'p ™*> y^i I could have given him up to you forlatttM 
TJjijr ^ C.^ his own good, though it would have been giving upJaJtwAL'w 

I everything I wanted in the world, v But now — now -jj^ . 

' ' L^ ti ^ *''*'' ^ l^io** t^** yo" would take him>away not only _ 

r'**M "T* H from me but from his unborn child ^-iJvvy^ U ^i*^'* 

/^ ■ VM T7-fl/r'*l Ssh, for heaven's sake ! '1_Thoka siitAi on to oUoman, 
■VvwW*^ I jj:" ^rfaee in her hands.] What of the unborn children 
[ukf'^*'^ nft-i ^* "f ^*'* brain— the children that will never be bom 
L j.* <Xt " while he remains with you ? If I was taking him 

.1 J away, perhaps it was only to give him a chance of the 

greatness his genius entitles him to. 



yfT*^' 



liUl 



h 



fHORA. 



[Leapi7ig up.] It's false! You were thinking of , ,, 

yourself — of the assistance he could give you in your CfH/tJ 

own career. That's all the greatness you were think- . i.^ 

ing of, Helga. And if he goes with you and cannot ^""^^ 
give it, you'll throw him up for the first man who can. 



CflIM 
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[ffoUy.] Tbora ! 



Oh, you've despised me long enough — now I despise 
you. Whf i rn i n thn dift' a r e nnn l ir tTr rii n j n n nnil th r 







1 [Z^yinff hold of Thoka's wrist.] Thora, if you 



blindly ViMJi t,L t lA, H 



Ua, 



[(TreMcAiMj)' AeraeJ/" y»^e.] Ob, you cannot frighten 
"^ d to be afraid of yoi ' ^ " 



you were eo much my 
thing for Oscar that I couia never a 
I know that you are only de^p-ading . 
and leading nim into the hands ot tl 



'hen I thought | 
and could do some- 
' do. But now that i 
nd debasing bim 



luuX 









7s:z-L'"^ 
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( U, t U'1u« ju^ ) [^Vighiened.] What do joa mean ? 



THS PRODIGAL SON 



u. 



>•) 



Thoba. 
You know quite well what I mean, Helga. 

Helqa. 
[BreathUssJ] Did Magnus tell yon tliat t 
Thoba. 
,1 No, but he knows of it, and I have only to raise 

CLn^jy^ i<-'cu<. ^ my finger « /- D 

Helqa. ^ • ""^"^ ^ ^ ■ 
, . [Coming dovm.] Look here, Xhora, There's no 
ttfVcut dLc^t^ SI harm done yet. There has been nothing between 
I. ^j t Oscar and me. Don't let Magnus say anything. It 
Itn^ii t hiftvi^W •> would be so horrible for me if the trouble came out 
like that. I confess I was to blame. It was when 
H(^ ^bf hi'f^'fiQ we were on the Riviera. I thought it would be 
I ' splendid to have money of one's own and be indepen- 
dent of everybody. Luck was ngainst me, but I felt 
certain it would change. The paper would only be a. 
matter of form and the Governor would bear nothing 
about it. So I persuaded Oscar — it was all my 
fault 



i^i\-) 



Thora. 
[ITtfA an hy»Urical ery.'\ I knew it ! I said so to 
Magnus ! And now I'll say so to all the world. Cv^vja*j uh 

Helga. ^ ^^^^ 

{ThnaUmngly.l If you dare ^ ' 
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[gaiiiinj JaiPM en <w.] What will you do ? 

t,^^- (; CHema. I .,- y ■ 

NotUingt But it I am to go away in disgrace rU ia**i..Ut«#**J, w'*^ 
take Oscar with me. ■/.*;/ 

Thora. ^J 

You shall not ! (^W*6,vuwdJ ^ 

Helga, P'^ J^*^ 

[ProtKUi,.] I wUl ! Youll see I will! 

Thoba. I , 

[iajriny AoM 0/ Helga.] You shall not I Before[^M '"HiX/ - 
you shall drag my husband down to disgrace and 1 ^t^^Lj _ it./ J 
death— I tj^fl , 

[/n Aer ^-enay Thor* forces Hklga (o A«r JJ*' 1 WftMl Vr**, ■ 
kneea. Helga toreama. Thora throws IXb Cfoji. I ^j-i)'.. 
Aw au>av violffnily. Oscab opens door 1. (\. . , 

and rushes in. Wi^-^trr^ li a. 

Oscar. 'IH** **■ '^•^'« 

[Baising Hblga.] What's this? What's this? ^ '**' ^^Xi 

[Thoba turns to OaCAn, makes a low erj/ of 
pain and helplessness, staggers and fe^ 
hack uryeonsmavx;, 

""'"• GwTk. I. 

\Kneding ami raising Thora.] Thora I Thora I /% . 

My poor chad! T^t 

Anna, Aunt Margret and Factor rush in ^^eXir I 

from verandah. ^Wijr Q 
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Amka. 

[To HsLGA.] Mercy me ! WbaX have jou done! 

AuKT Maeorbt. 
[KnteHng kfi.) My preoiouR, ap«ak t« me. 

Factor. 
[Running back.] Doctor ! Doctor ! 

[DocTOK Omkn, Pastor and GovEBNORnuA 
in. Maid-aertxmtB from hall, 

DOCTOE. 

When did this happen ? 

OscAB. 
This momenl. 

DOOTOB. 

Has she had a shock, a snrprifie % 

Oscar. 
Not that I know of. 

Doctor. 
Therms no time to lose. IJet us take her to bed. 

F Obcab. 

[I^ng Tbora in hit armt.} My poor girl ! My 
gweet Tbora I 
I \Tk» tnen hdp him to euny ThobA through 

1 opening — loomen/oUomng, ^^ rtw. 
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[FoUotoin^A I told her we were going to sit on the 
verandah. She muttt have been coming down to us. 

Aunt MABaBET. 

[FoUowing.] What have they done to you, my 

precious? They shall suffer for it, my own — they 

shall, as sure as my name ia Mwgret Nwlaon they 

shall ! 

[OovERiroR closes curtotn behtTid them mid 
comes down to Hsloa, wha stands trembUng 
OMrighi. 

OOTSBNOE. "yivv^ (* \-HXxt^ 
Helga, tell me what happened. 

Heloa. i\. . 
[N'ervoiis and confused.^ Magnus was with her 
while we were at dinner, and he eeems to have said 
something about Oscar. It muet have excited her 

terribly, and when she came downstairs 

\A rumble of thand&r. Maqkob dashes in on 
right, his face white and draton, his eyes 
toild, his hat in his hand, his hair dis- 
ordered. HKLeA stops mth a hal/-^{fitd 
cry of fear, and create dovm right. 

MAOHoa. 
\Cmlrs, hoars* eatdji«ne.'\ Hay I speak to you at 
once, sir i 

Governor. 

[fforaUy.] No, a disaster has befallen the family-T-I 

have QO time to talk of other matters, ^ • d . 
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Maonits. O . 
But it's that I wish to speak about. 

Governor. 
Then you know what hiis happened ? 

Magnus. 
I've just heard of it in the street. May I speak to 
you alone, dr ! 

GOVXRNOR. . , 

Leave ua, Helga. ttt<ifc«^^<»*^t l^<-^^ ^'*--^ 

[Hbl0A goes up^ear/uUy. Ma b hpo <i ;h ) h < 
■a Hrt aiwa- y Bi" i tw r . >SAe creep* out, trying to 
avoid hia ateadfaat gaxe. 

GOYEKNOR. 

[Agitated, walking right a/nd fo/i.] You've been here 
before? 

Maqnus. 
I have, sir. 

GOVKEHOB. 

/ Then perhaps you will be good enough to tell me 
wliat you said to Tbora that has thrown her into this 
dangerous condition of hysteria. 



Have you ever »gned your name to a bill on the 
Bank of Deninark for a hundred thousand crowns? 



IS that got to do 
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Maqndb. 'v. . v/ . 
It has, sir. Have you ? 

Governor. 
Certainly not. I have never signed a bill in my 
life, and never shall. Why do you aijk ? 

Magnus. 
Because a bill for that amount is in tovrn at this 
moment. 

GOVBKNOB. 

Then it's a forgery — an impudent forgery — and the 
forger must be promptly punished. Who is he ? 



Jhnt'p wh a t I ro aal y o u to fi a d out, cig. 



Th u n wh o m ia Uiia 'B AU ' aurOiuni ' y JuuummiL ilia w n 
by ? 4 M ii riTtin 10 ntfuiH, <m iii i iy his Kat in h Ja Ac t Jitte ] 
Don' t you h e m m e J — W Lu hi it J 

Magnus. 
Oscar Stepheneson. 

Governor. 

Oscar ? 

Magnus. 
Yes, sir. 

Governor. 
You tell me that Oscar— your brother Oscar — has 
committed a forgery % '**■! *''n1'r '"hnt j-tiii monn 
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da B't -jJan y it ! [Maohcs drops hit hsad.] So thia is 
what you told tfiat poor child just now ! This is the 
shook, the surprise you gave her ? 1 knew you were 
on bad terms with your brother — olwayo iuivo been 

Inrdy hmrnnhly h e nn i i H h nhti r n t ci Mm dr mv j ^i rl j nii 
had ohamod and dagi ' aid Bd. But that your jee^ousy 
and epite could express themselves in this trumpery 

atory — thia lying tale 

Magnus. 
[Bursting ouf.] Father, what I te!I you is the truth 
—it is God's truth, air. 

OOTKBNOR. 

[Oonte}nptuou»lj/.\ And this precious document— -it 
is accepted in my name ? 

Magnus, 

It is accepted in your name, sir, and witnessed in 
the name of the Factor. 

Governor. 
That too? And the paper is at present in town, 
you say ? 

Magnus. 
It is, EOT — an agent of the Bank has brought it 
over from Denmark, 

GOVBRNOR. 

You have talked with this agent, no doubt ? 

Magnus. 
The Sheriff brought him here to see you, sir. 
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GoTEUfOB. 

[With a OTiew.] But you bow bim you rt elf iuetcad l^ 
. . . And in the iatereBts of the family^ou feltTt _ _ 

necessary to examine the signatures he showed you i ~^ 

. . . And even to bint — only to hint — that perhaps 
you could point to the forger ? 

[Maonds U aUent, clutching his hat at if 
struggling to control kimaelf. 
Out on you, man, out on yout "J LhuuKliT' jmi — - ^ 
might b a owffoHng ft e m th e d olnniwwB of dtiuli., 'b uU j uu - ^ 'j 

, yo w t MWit fl ee h uuJ blou «L Aren't you ashamed to 
stand befwe your father and parade the whole diu- 
bolical catalogue of your uauatnTal passions? 



[Bunting out again.] father, you are a hot- 
tempered man. I — I am your son. Take care. 

QOVBRNOB. 

[After a pause.] Tou have seen the bill? 

Magnus. 
I have, sir. 

GOVBBHOB, 

What reason had the Bank to suspect it was a 
forgery? 

Maonus. 

It turns out that though the bill was drawn by 
Oscar the business was done by a woman. 
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Maqnus. 
And lliat the money was paid to her at Nice. 

QOVEBNOB. 

At last I understaad everytbing ! And it is worse 
— a hundred-fold worse — than I expected. You have 
led that unhappy child to believe tfc>t faa » huob a B d i a 
n at aal y a ( et gov t ut ao ndul tsf er . — O i lamyo ! — ThaL'e 
wh a t i t ec m ttg t a Mthat Oscar has been id the hands of 
a woman — an infamous woman in the gambling- hells 
of !Nice,,^Dd that she has led him on to crime. No 
wonder (be shock fell on her lite a thunderbolt. And 
if she diea^if she dies, I say — her blood will be on 
yourhead.\ (Jitft^ t*^"^ U '5-iiir. 
Maqncs. ^ 

For God's sake, father 



[Bearing kitn doton.] But I don't believe one word 
of this cock-and-bull story, and the best message I 
can send to Thora is to tell her it ie a lie. 

Maqkds. "^^iHl^ ^ ^ 

Hadn't you better speak to Oscar first, sir ! 6^ ' 

Governor. . 

Certainly I'll speak to Oscar, and if I find — as I ^ V.«, 
know I shall — that this accursed document is nothing "' 

but a trick — a conspiracy — let me never see you in 
this house again. [He goes to opening and calls — 
Magnus coming down right of oltoTnan.] Oscar ! 
Oscar I Come here for one moment. You too, 
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Factor. The Pastor also — the more the better. 
\EiUer Factor and Factor, looking very ymve.] How 
is she oow ? ■ i ("2. 

FaOTOE. Ctfvv-'^ cK^^^ru ' 

She's herself, the doctor says. 

Pabtok. ♦^ ■ ^ . 
But it wouldn't take much to make her take flight 
from this world, it Beems. O 

, ■ {^ 'i-atUr -^ 

Governor. Us^-^----^ 

\With a laugh.'] Ah, but I've a wiwd to say to her 
that will keep her here, old friend. /^In two minutes' 
time I shall be worth all the doctors ia the world to 
her, Neilsen. 

[Enter Oscab, vert/ pale and dejected. He stands 
centre. Another low rumble of thunder. 

GOVEBNOB, 

[Down fc/i.] Oaoar, I am sorry to trouble you at 
such a moment of anxiety, but a false and vile story 
which is being told about you in town has reached 
the ears of Thora and been the cause of her present 
seiiure. 

Factor. 
[On ottoman.] About Oscar ? 

Oscar. V._i 
Father, if you mean 

r c 

GoVERtiOB. ct, ^-^ 

I'll tell you what I mean, Oscar. Magnus— your 
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brother Magnus — T wu (t w aia lici Ju H a t e n bp i tho r l y \ 

tu uiu i H t h you Mag w a a h e n juot boon telling win 
collect yourself foi- an utterly ridiculous story, Oscar 
— Magnus says that soms time ago— while you were 
away, T suppose — you drew a bUl on the Bank of Den- 
mark for a hundred thousand crovnis. 

Factok. 
A hundred thousand crowns ! 

OOTBBMUB. 

[Laughitiff again."] But that is ni't all. He i-ays 
that on the back of this bill you signed my name as 
security. 

Factob. 

Your name, Stephen { 

GOVKBNOR, 

More than that, he says you signed your father-in- 
law's name also as witness to my signature, ^^.^y^ oUi-Oj <i, 

Factoe. 
l^Riaing in anger.] Monstrous ! Atrocious I 

OacAR. 
Father> let me say at once g\,^ j t*^ Oajjvo 

hi.<Vv^j 1-^3 ^ (Jj. GOVEBBOB, 

Wait, let me say at once I do not believe the ridi- 
culous story and I do not ask you to discuss it. Btrtr 
,.■ .^~^y |io t^gf jtM ijiii J ask you to contradict Mtw- ^~ 
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tABO and leave me — [looking askance at Magnus] — to 
deal with the slanderer as I think fit. - c/L,\.j^ C« ^ . 

OSOAB, 

[With an effort.] Father 

OOVEKNOR. 

Don't hesitate ! Preposterous as the story is, you 
must coatradict for your wife's sake. As long as she 
believes it she cannot wish to live. Her husband is h 
criminal, the hand of the law is upon him, and neither 
her father Doryour father can wish to raise one finger 
to save him. 

Faotob. 
Not one finger! 

OoTwroB. 
The poor girl is lying upstiurs on the brink of life 
or death. A breath may quench, a word may quicken, 
the glimmer of life that is left. Speak it, O^car, speak 
it and save her — no matter who may be degraded and 
shamed. 

[Siience. Obcab is seeii to be going through a 
violeni struggle.] 

OsCAS. 
[With a cry.] Would to God I could, father, but I 
can't— I can't ! 

GOVZKNOB. 

You can't ? Why can't you I 
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Obcab. 

Because—because — wh»t Magnua has told you — is 
true. 

GOVEBNOB. 

You say it is — true ? 

Obcab , 

Yea. O^ ?tcfe 1<y'-**--^1- . 

Factoe. 
God help ua ! 

GoVEBNOB. 

[In a broken voice.'] You received that 6um, and 
signed for it iu your father's name ? . . . yourfather- 
in-law's also? . . . one huudred thousand crowns? 
. . . What has become of the money ? 

Oboae. 
It was lost. 

GOVEBNOB. 

Loet ? You mean . . 
principled places abroad ? 

Oscar. 



/'^[Staggered backwartL] Lord God forgive us ! 

[The DocTOB relurTu-r-ver^ gravt. 



Factob. 
You bring good news, Doctor ? 



frWrj iQ n . m ■' - 
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THE PRODIGAL SON 
DOCTOE. 



But Thora ? 

DocTOE. . 

The mother ia gone. K_,iv*3 oJa y''a-f-*' "^ 

Oscar. 
[i)ro^»^ ft> Aw foiflM at end of sofa.] Oh God ! 
My wife ! My sweet young wife ! 

[Factob sinks back on ottoman, Goveenoe on 
sofa. Maonus drops his head into his 
breast. Another rwmble of thunder ■with 
tnild, wailing, tempestuoris music. The 
Doctor and Pastor go out right. Aunt 
Maboeet enters, wiping her eyes. 

Aunt Maeqeet. 
Her heart must have been broken. " 
could die," she said. Tt-o^i u/j jtnj^, 't. 

Oscab. 
Forgive me, my angel I Forgive me ! Poi^ve 



[Standing ooer Oscae, arnootking his face,"] My 
poor Oscar I My pcxir son ! 
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My sweet, innocent, long-suffering Thora ! She is 
gone. I can never make amends. JcivAAjL"-*-^ <^ fC^'*^ s 

Factor, 
[Ruing, speaking bitterly^ Make amends? Cer- 
tainly you can never maka amend)i.\ The death of 
this poor child is a part of the diaboliiial harvest we 
are reaping for your misdeeds. ^ fflCAr 0*^4*0 

[CteCAH riaei and BW/ads like apritoiur receiving 
Ma sentence. 

Amma. 
Factor ! What are you saying ? 

I am saying, Anna, that your son has killed my 
daughter — killed her, there is no other word for it. 

Anna. ^ 

Gracious heavens 1 ij_jy yC'COx, t* '^'■0-</\t^ 



He f o rg ad hiBfati ie i - ' fl nam ^ and min e to g e t muu e y 
t, p gaml iln nnil ■iTait^, — Sh e liBflvd nf ir nt tl > r n i n n t 

rrltiiml mnm nn l i ii n iiif i rTi^'t if ii m i il t ha t Tr an thn 

mnin i tnl iil ii 11 l l Mii ' i" ii r iin ilr i t i n n ri r t h ir rr 



[/:'/mn':»jj. 7n.nnn fn flilll li ■ llll in ] Tn it tmn ? 

Factob. 
\G0i713 up to OsoAK.] Perhaps, your father expeoto 
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that I will join him in discharging your debt, but 
I'll not give fifty thoiuaud farthings to shield a 
criminal and cheat the law. 



Old friend, a great bereavement has befallen all of 
ua — is this a time for recriminations ? 

Factor. L . C . ^ U,'— ^ 

Is it a time for mincing matters either ? I have 

lost my daughter — am I to mix my tears with the 

mut who has done her to death? Margret, let us 

go home. Helga — where are you ! fi-,>4a ^V </ 

Helga. Cj.- t^.-JR. cC 
\Goming mtt, white and fearful, in hat and ejooit.] 
Yes, father. 

Factor. 
You've stayed long enough in this house. \Taking 
up Aol emd gloves and moving towarda doori\ I've 
seen something of gambling and I never knew it go 
alone. Ood knows what other trouble poisoned every 
hour of poor Thorn's married life. Some other vice, 
some other woman- 

GOTBBNOB. , f"*^ ^^ 

[Eiaing aa if by a sudden thought.^ Walt ! / Before 
Helga goes I have something else to say. 

[OSOAB drops hie head, and Maokus goes up 
right mtd doses door. 



Q 



r 
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Factor, '^^n^ ^ ^ ' 
Say it to your own, then, Stephen Magnusson, and 
leave mine to me. If I tell Helg& to go, she sfudi go. i. 

Maonub. 
[Back to door, in a voice t^f t/mnder,] She shall 
stay ! 

[HzLQA fails back in tetror, the Factor is 
ail^it. J , J 1 - J? 

Governor. 
Oscar, in the story as I told it there was something 
forgotten. Though the deed was drawn by you, the 
business was transacted by a woman. If that means 
that somebody tempted you — somebody, perhnpi<, who 
helped you to lose and promised to help you to repay — 
tell me, and 1 will protect you in spite of everything. 
[Helqa IrenUiles visibly and watches Oscar.] I thought 
old friendships would 'not rust, but it's thin blood 
that isn't thicker than water, and I, too, must stand 
by my own. Your offence against the law is only on 
offence against me, and if I choose to forgive it the 
law can have nothing to sa}-, I witl forgiTe it — I 
will acknowledge this signature and pay the money 
without help from any one if you will speak out now. 
Speak,iOscar, did some woman put the device into 
your h^d ? If so, who was it? 



■TLi^v^i^.^ t/Uwu ^ ^'^■^ 



Oscar. 

[AJUt an awfid ^ort.'\ I — I cannot blame anybody 
but myself, father— I have no right to do so. 
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Right ? Don't talk to me about rightJ Who 
it? Wasit— Helga? 



OSCAB. 

[Afier afwther aw/wl ^tyrt.] N — no ! J w^ 

[Governor drops back on t^Sk Helga shmoi 
rdief. 

Factor. 

[Oantemp(tcoutli/.'\ What other answer did you ex- 
pect from him, Magnuscjon Stephensson ? If Helga _ 
had been guilty of what you meant I should have .^ j 
gone to bed a diildless man to-night-tfor on6"~of my 
daughters is lost to me one way, and the other should 
never have come in adoors at my house again. But It 
only needed thia vile innuendo to settle the account 
between you and me. It is settled ! I draw the line 
through it, Stephen Magnuseon I The account is 
closed! 

[He goes cmt, hot and angry. Aunt Maboret 
foUowa him. Hulqa hesitates and waits. 

Governor. 
\Ri8ing, with dignity and intense JeeUnrt.'] Oscar 



StephensBon f i.ifin — 'T «' '*" / ... / o 

Anna. ^£-a*-^ *■ ^tTv^ ^ J^' 
[Clinp ii g to him .] Stephen 

Governor. - 

[Breakingawayfrom AvKAand goinguptoOmAa.\ , ''' 
Oscar Stephensson, you have robbed me of the friend- i ' ,. ,..i 
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ship of a lifetime and been the chief cause of the 
death of the dear girl who was too good to be your 
J _ wife. You have disappointed me and deceived me, 

and chosen the downward pnth which leads to de- 
struction — therefore jou and I must part ! 

; OscAH. 

i". E^—'-fiff Itia ': '"■ *■• ] Father 1 J^a^ iJImo 

GoVEBNOK. 

•' Aa your honour is my honour I will satisfy the 

law if I have to pledge the last pennyworth of pro- 
perty I po.isees, and I will look to your motherless 

r child as long as I live — but you must leave Iceland 

immediately. 

. OSCAE. L C 

,' ^ Father ! ttva*^ 

.' , GOVEBNOE. C 

!;_ [In a breaking voice, struggling to be teeere.^ I shall 

Dot expect you to come back soon— I shall not expect 

■t you to come back at ail. Inasmuch as you have done 

I- your best to wreck my happiness, I ask you to con- 

sider that henceforth our lives are to run in different 
couises. Go where you will, do what you please, be 
what you may — ^I.wish to see your face no more. JS^ra- 

OSCAB. 

I Father I Father !"h. jyJ\jX. d-^^x^*-^ 

y.wti^ ci.'i \S71wthering his emotion the Govebnob goes 

. . ,• , > Awi ) imiii into dining-room/ Oscar gtanda 

-• ' ' vAtk both hands over his /ace. Heloa 

^ ■ .' comes down to him. The cathedral beU 

j_ ; . ■ begins to toll. 

' '■' ■"■■.-"'.'- I - : ^ k 

-,.: i '■: '■ -'■■ ;:'-"'v' ^ uL-^^- ^ 



<vU. * ta 
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11^.. Cv^ 1A.WV, V- "^ff^^.y. ?""■ 
[In a low voioe-l Oscar, lot m » o hair ye n my lif e 
IflBg gjatitwifai Let me follow ;ou ; let us go anay 

do as we intended. After this ahameful cruelty of . .^^ u 

your father's and my father's hi»jAX_^ cAA-m u^ jrr>~i ijt- 

Oboar/jt^I ' 
[ITtfA a cty of jxn'n.] Helga, Helga, what are you 
saying % I deserve eTerything- — everything and more 
— a hundred-fold more. Help me to pray for pardon, i-Wj^ fii,' »i^ 
and God have mercy on both of us ! \The bell toUt V7^ 
louder.] Thora, forgive me! I cannot live without C"f"'«-'^ 
your forgiveness. I wronged you and sinned against 
you, but you were good and your childlike heart was 
from God. Thore! Thoral Thoral 

[Blind ioUh tears and choking loith emotion he 
staggers out at hack. uJa X^a_^' Ji-C 

FAiTroB's Voic*. 

• [Oulside^ Helga! 

[FFitA drooping head she goes out right, 
Magnus bursts into wild laughter. It has 
grown dark. There is a flask of lightning 
and a peal of thunder. 

MaONDS. UJB if^t ^■ 
What a devil's own world it is I What lying, 
shamming, canting hypocrisy ! Did you hear her ? 
She'll follow him — she who has been the first cause of 
dl this trouble I They'll meet again in those gilded 
hells that were the beginning of aJI this misery 1 ^^wj, Xuo, C 
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No, no ! It is impoBsible I 

Maonds. 

Did you hear my father too ? He will acknow- 
ledge the signature! He will tell a Uq to play into 
the hands of a forger ! Oh, we stick at nothing to 
save our honour— our family hoaour I 

Anna. 
Don't look at it like that, Magnus. Your father is 
acting for the best. Oscar 



My father will save him ! And how will he save 
him ? By making me pay the price of his rioting 
abroad! The Inn- Farm n ill be mortgaged to the 
last penny it is worth. I shall be ruined for the rest 
of my life. My own father will ruin me. And why f 
To save his other son — the son who has di»pw3ed and 
cheated him I I'cU^to iIojo [Laugaa fntterl;/.] 

Amha. (^ 
Don't be so bitter about your father, Magnus. If 
it was you who told him that story perhaps he thought 
your heart vaa hard and your motive cruel. 

Ma anus. 

[In a low, breaking voice, putting his anna about 
Ahha.] I loved her, mother. 



Anna. ^^Zfi f^ ^J^f^ 
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I loved her, but she loved Oacar and I gai^ ber np 
to him. 

Anna. 
Is this thd truth ? 

]tfAGND8. 

I gave her up to him that he might make her 
happy and be a better husband to her than I could 
be. Those were the terms on which I gave her up to 
him, and what is the result ? 

Anna, 
Now I understand so many things. 

Maonus. 
She is dead — there was no place left for her — and 
he is going away with the woman, who has helped him 
to kill her. 3-J^jSScc? -Htv-.. idv^jJZ^ 

Anna, ^-"^^i^^a^- 

[Oomforting him.] We must be very good to ench 
other in future, Magnus. If your mother's love is all 
that is left to you it will last long, my son. You 
need not give it up to any one, and no one can take 
it away. After all a mother's love is best. And if 
you have to suffer for the sin of somebody else your 
mother must help you to bear it. She will help you 
as long as she lives, Mfignus 

MAGN0S. 

[JTof listening, his game averted, Aia eyes aJliOHe,] I 
saia I would kill Aim/ 
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Akna. 

Magnus I 

Maohub. 
Yes, by Ood, I said I TonM kill him ! 

Anna. c^^yt^^H^ 
No, no, no I Think of your mother, tny eon. I 
nuraed you both when you were little ones, and if 
there should be bloodshed between you now 

MAGNOa. 

[In vtUd rage, breaking <»U of Ansa's arms, going 

up *tage, throwing down everything in hit way, and 

anaiching gun from waU.'\ Where is he? In that 

woman's arms perhaps! uh> f-i^O ~ r^- jk^_ 

Anna, 

[FcMowing him up.] What are yon going to do? 

Magnus. 
Destroy everybody — sweep the whole damnable 
world to hell ! cUZn. sl-o^t^ 

Akna. u^ C, 
\GUnging to him.'\ Magnus, you must not raise your 
hand to Oscar. He is your brother 1 

Magnus. oLa-jij O 
He is a liar, a forger, and a murderer, and before 
he leaves Icekuid be must meet with me ! 

. [He breaks out of hit mother'e arm and goet 
out through curtotnt. 
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Ahna.. 

[Fdlowinff him vp to gtaircasa.'] Ood Bave both of 

them ! Magnua ! Magnus ! 

\There a/re JUahea of lightning and loud peals 
of thvmder. The tolling of the cathedral 
beS, and the roU of the organ. Then dtu-k- 
neas and the Tableau. 
[The TtAleau r^>reeenta the death-chamber. 
AH peaceful and beautiful. Thora liee aa 
if asleep with candUa burning above her. 
At the foot of her bed Oscab ia kneeling 
vnth his face burned in the bed-clothes and 
hia body eka/cen by gobs. The organ is 
faintly heard, playing a Requiem. The 
doorofihe room is burst open, and Magnus 
enters with wild eyes, the gun in his hands. 
He sees Thoba, then Oscar, and stops 
suddenly aa if an unseen hand ov.t of 
Heaven had seized him. The choir in the 
cathedral begins to ging. There is a breath- 
lesa moment. Then Magnus drops to his 
knees and the gun falls to the fiooi. 

Magnus. 
\With stifling oAs, and a great burst of reHef.] 
Thank God I Thank God ! 



yl^6H^C^ 
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THE THIRD ACT 

HcEiTB represents the interior of a Cimno on the Riviera. 
A gorgeous, gilded, somewhat bizarre set of rooms. 
The outer room is the Sail, the iniierone the Gam- 
bling-room. Beyond these the terrace, and beyond 
the terrace the sea. On left of Ball an open stair- 
case leads to Opera House ; on right an arch to 
the Ballroom. Above the arches that divide the 
Hall from Gambling-room are two galleriea, which 
cross from Opera House to BaU-room. The scene 
is constructed chiefly of glass. The Hall is fur- 
nished with round tahlee and chairs. Two of 
these are set well down, right and left, and are sur- 
rounded by foliage and glass screens. 

It is the night of the Rose Ball on the mid-Lent 
night of Carnival. When the curtain rises the 
Orchestra in the Opera House is playing the last 
passages of a comic opera, and many voices are 
singing a crashing chorus. Servants in bright 
liveries are hurrying to and fro. Chorus ends 
and audience of gaily dressed people come out on 
staircase and galleries. ServoMts fetch armsfui 
of dominoes and assist people to put them on. 2ft< 
dominoes are in various lints of rose-colour. It 
is a bright and merry seme. 
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A trwmpet acnmda, a hand atrikee up on right, 
t!ie people ery "The Dance," and kurrj/ out. Whtn 
the Hall is empty the glass door on right ia doaed 
and tht mueie dies down. Tfien tvx> men enter by 
door left—OscAB. SiiPHEtraaoN and DociOB 
Olsen. 

OacAa, 
[Indicating aeate on right.] Iiet ub sit here, Doctor. 

Doctor. 

We shall Dot be disturbed ? 

OacAR. 

[Sitting.'] Not for a while, at all events. The 

theatre is empty, the people have ptissed into the 

Ball-room, and the gaining tables — [indicating room at 

back] — are not yet open. 

DocroE, 

Then, under four eyes, as we say in Iceland, we 
can talk a little. 

OSCAB. 

[Rising uneasily.] Doctor, you have come to tell 
me something ? 

DOOTOK. 

I left Iceland for health and holiday, but I have 
searched you out on purpose. 

OsOAB, 

Somebody has gone — somebody else has followed 
Thora ? 
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DocroB. 
Pall yourself together, Oscar. 

OSCAB. 

Is it— the child ? 

Doctor. 
No. 

OSOAB. 

Then it is my father ? 

DOOTOB. 

Yes. 

OSCAB. 

him I IVe killed h 

\ffe drops his htad on Ma kandi. The sound 
of dance musie comes from Ball-room- 



[TaHng a letter from his pockets] Here is a letter 
from yonr mother — it will tell you everything. 



[After looHng al letter, while music eontinues.] He 
died happy, they eay t 

DOOTOE, 

Quite happy. 



Forgiving me, too ! 
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Doctor. 
[Taking a watch from hiis/ob.'\ I wae with him at 
the end. He sent ;ou this for a keepsake. 

OaoAii. 
His own watch ! 

DoeroB. 
" It may be a safeguard against sin," he said, " and 
save my poor son from further sorrow some day," 

OsoAB. 
\TaMng watch with great tmidemeai.'\ My poor 
fatner ! Dead — far away in Iceland I 

[Shouts and laughter mingle with music from 
Bait-room. OaoAB puis watch in hispocket. 

OaoAB. 
But my mother is alive, thank God ! 

DOCTOK. 

[DoiiAtftdiy^ Alive — yea. 

OSCAB. 

[Eagerly. \ Is she sick ? 

Doctor. 
Sick in f(»tuQe, at all events. When the OoYemor 
died everything tud to he sold up. 

. OSOAB. 

Everything ! 
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Doctor. 
Everything I And then Anna went to live with 
Hagnua at the farm. 

OscAx. 
So Magnus is living at the Inn-Form sbill i 

DotrroB. 
If you call it living — up to his eyes in deht. 

OSOAS. 

In debt, you say! 

Doctor. 
In debt to the Bank for the interest and principal 
of the money your fath^ borrowed on mortgage. 

■ Oboak. 
God forgive nee ! 

[Shouts of noisy laughter, with clapping of 
hands ; then dance muHe as before. 

OsoUL. 
But the child? 

DOOTOB. 



Doctor. 
Alive and well and hearty. 
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OSCAB. 
Elinl MyUttl«EliQ! Shell be quite a big girl 
by this time { 

DCKTIOB. 

Five years old in autumn, and the brightest little 
sunbeam in the world. 

OSCAB. 

Beeemblee her mother, does she { 

DocroB. 
She couldn't possibly be more like her mother and 
be 30 wonderfully like her father also. 

OeoAB. 
Like me you say ? 

Doctor. 
Very, and when she sings 

Oscar. 

She sings too ? 

DOCTOE, 

She's always singing, just as you were when you 
were a boy ; and when we close our eyes we can tell 
no difference. 

Oscar. 

My sweet child I My poor, motherlras darling ! 
What I would give to see her ! 

DooroB. 
[Eagerly.'] Then why shouldn t you ¥ 
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OSOAK, 

It is impoaaible. 

DoOTOE. 

Why impossible ? It might require some courage 
to return ^ter what has happened, but N^ature is a 
mighty powerful thing, and when a man has a lode- 
star like that leading him home 

OSOAB. 

If it could only be 1 

Doctor. 

At a time like this too — your father dead, your 
mother a widow, your brother borne down by the 
debt that was contracted to save you, and your child — 
your own child^needing you ■ 

OecAB. 
[Riting.] If I might — if I dare 1 

DOCTOK. 

[^Riging too, coming dose hand in hand.'] Dare to 
be a man, Oscar, and do your duty whatever it may 
coat you. If it is shame — face it. If it is pride — 
crush it. If it is love 

Ohoab. 
Hush I 

[Sounds of singing io the mueic within. The 
DiRECTOB, an elderly, bald-headed French- 
man loith waxed moustaehe, eniera from 
right. 
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DlKEOTOa. 

Ah, M. Stopheosson I 

OSCAE. 

Allow me — the Director of the Casino — a friend 
from Iceland. 



Delighted! A friend from Iceland, you say? Then 
a friend of Mademoiselle Neilson's also i 



You come in the very nick of time, sir. Your 
beautiful countrywoman has this moment been 
awarded the first banner for dress and deportment. 

DOCTOE. 

Charming! 

DiEECTOB. 

She carried off the banner for beauty at the begin- 
niog, and in the grand tableau at the end she is to 
play the piincipa! part in the Triumph of Yenua. 
You must cejtainly stay to see it, sir, for it will be 
the triumph of your countrywoman as well. 

Doctor, 
Wroasing right.^ Meantime I'll step into the 
gallery of the £all-room and come back presently. 

[Doctor goes outright. Singing within atoella 
up and dies down. 
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DiBECrOB. 
[Rubbing hU hands.] Everythmg goes well ! ThU 
Rose Ball was your iSea, you know. But whare is 
your own domino, dear friend t 

Oboar. 
I'm not dancing to-iiight, Director. 

DlBEOTOB. 

Not to-night, either ? Take care ! Your fascinat- 
ing sister-in-law will be carried away from you. 

OscAB. 
Where is ahe now ? 

DlBIXTTOB. 

With M. Ftnsen and her delightful chaperone. 

Oscar. 
With him again, is she ? 

Director. 
What wonder? When the general deserts the 
citadel what wonder if the enemy takes posseeeion of 



I'm tired, and feel as if I want to fly from erery- 

DlBECTOB. 

Tut! Why should you? What is M. Finsen? 
The impresario who provides the house with opera. 
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What is your sister-in-law? The beautiful and 
benitcbiug singer who eKpects to be prima-donna 
some day. What are you ? Merely the accomplished 
but obscure musician who conducts the orchestra, 
[OscAK »hrugs his ahovlders and goes itp.l The game is 
unequal, and the lovely lady knows where the odds 
lie. What of that? Ought you to retire from the 
contest ? Not if you know it. Ambition means 
success, and success means money. [Zau^As.J Get 
money in your purse, dear friend, and when you've 
got that you've got everything. 

OscAK, 
\Ooming back^ You mean — the tables? 

DlRBCTOR. 

Why not? [Covfidentialbj.'] The house likes to 
see you take the bank and it would be sorry to see 
you down. The luck has been against you lately, but 
what matter ? You try again — mxike a great success 
— a rapid run — a quick retreat — and lo, the lovely 
creature is your own ! 

\TKe music bursts out afretk, and a chain of 
men and girls— the firat and last carrying 
hannern — dance across the lower g<dlery 
from right to left, singing a chorus to the 
mvsic within. At the same moment the 
doors open on right and there enter Heloa, 
carrying a large silk banner, Mdue. 
Pandhbe, a fashionable and handsome 
woman, and KeilS Finsen, a young man 
in the red coat and black silk beeches of a 
Ju^ge of Carnival. 
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DiSECTOB. 

Ah, my dear mademoiselle! and madame I and 
M. Finsen ! I am just telliag M. Stephensaon that 
the Rose Ball might be a fSte in honour of his capti- 
vating kiaswoman, for ehe is carrying oS* all the 
honours. 

FlKSEIT. 



Heloa. 

Where shall I drop this one ? 

DiBEcroa. 
\Taking banner andjixing U to chair rig^.] Permit 
me. This will he the chair of Venus in the grand 
procession at the close. So when mademoiselle sits in 
it, surrounded by her trophies^— 

Finsen, 
Capital ! 

Madahe Fanshek. 
But mademoiselle, indeed ! 0«:ar, what do you 
think was the name in which the judges awarded 
them? 

Oscar. 
What? 

Madahe Pandhbr, 
filadame Finsen, if you please. 
Helqa. 
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Oscar. 
[Bitterly. ^ But why not? Only a little premature 
perh&ps I 

[FiHSEN and Mdhe. Pa.vdtibr laugh. Helqa 
looks al OscAE. The chain of men and 
girls re-cross vpper galleri/ from left to 
right, singing and dancing as before. At 
same tnoinent a trumpet is sounded. 

DiBxrroR. 
[Crossing right.] The cotillion I I muitt go back. 
[Exit. 
Madame Pandheii. 
We must all go back. Coming, Helga ? 

Heloa. 
Not yet, dear. 

Madame Pandheb. 
But, my stars, I wouldn't miss a moment 

FlNSEN. 

[Offering his arm.} Then I may, perhaps 

Madame Pandheb. 
[Taking if.] My good man, you're a godsend t 

Exit FiNSEH and Madams Pandhzb into Ball- 
room. Music dies down. Heloa ap- 
proaches OSCAB. 

Heloa. 
You've had news, Oscar — bad newe. What is it? 
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OSCAK. 

My father is dead. 

Heloa. 
Your father? 

OSCAB. 

Doctor Olsen is here. He brought me a letter. 

Heloa. 
What do you int«iid to do ? 

OacAR. 
To go back. 

Heloa. 
Back to Iceland ? 

Oscar. 
Yep, to my mother and my child. 

[Silence for a moment. Heloa returns to 
chair right. OsciU follows her, 

OsCiB. 

Helga, why ahouldn't you go with me ? Why 
shouldn't we go back together ? t know it is a good 
deal to ask, dear, but we should be everything to 
each other, and I should make it up to you for every 
sacrifice by my devotion and love What matter if 
we have to forget our cherie^bed dreams and aspira- 
tions ? Life is the fulfilment of duty, and our duty 
is at home. Mine is, at all events, and if you wiU 
share it, if you will go back with me 

Helga. 
I'm sorry, but it is impoe^sible— quite impoEsible. 
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Oscar. 
Don't say that, Helga. 

Helga. 

I must — I caanot help myself. If I had nothing 

elso to think about there \s Neils. He has helped 

me to my training — my teachers and so forth — and 

I have given a coctract, a business contract. 

Oscar. 
[Returning left.\ Then I must go alone. We 
haven't got along very well lately, Helga, and I 
thought perhaps this bereavement might bring ue 
together. But if it cannot be it cannot, and I must 
go back without you. 

Helqa. 
Oscar! 

OSCAE, 

It will be hard, terribly hard, I know that quite 
well. But there is the mortgage — I must take up 
that burden now that my father is gone ; I cannot 
let anybody else be borne down by it. And then 
there is the child — I'vb not done much for her 
hitherto, Ood knows, and it is my duty, my solemn 
and sacred duty 

Helga. 

[ffmnff.] The child is all right, Oscar. Anna will 

look after her. As for the mortgage, you can 

bear that burden just as well here as in Iceland, 

Better — far better ! You can earn more money in a 
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place like this — ten times, a hundred times more. 
ABd then — [getting closer and speaking in a hw tone] 
— think of the difficulty of beginning again urderthe 
old conditions. Everybody must know everything 
by this time. They do — I'm sure they do. And if 
you go back now — now that your father's death must 
have revealed all secrets 

Oscar, 

[Shuddering and silting leji.] Oh, I know! I 
know! 

Hblqa. 

[ScaTidin^ beside him.] Then think a little of me, 
too, Oscar. Kemember what they said about me in 
Iceland at the time the trouble came and I followed 
you to England. It was false—stupidly false — but 
my own father was the first to believe it. Everybody 
believes it now, and there isn't anybody at home who 
wiU ever mention my name Bgajn. 

OSCAB. 

[Dropping one arm and taking Heloa's hand.] 
Helga ! 

Heloa. 

You cannot leave me after a ttacrifice like that — 
especially now when I want your help so badly. The 
years and years of weary work are nearly over, and 
they must bring me out before long, you know. Even 
to-night's little triumph wilt do something for me, and 
when I make my debili as Marguerite or Juliette the 
people will remember that I was the girl who was 
crowned at the ball. [She stands behind his chair and 
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puts her ctrms about his neck.] But nothing and nobody 
can do as mucli for me as you can, dear. You can make 
me an artiste if you will, Oscar, with your praise, your 
power, your inspiration. And then perhaps my bad, 
bad boy will at last — at long, long laat — consent to 
be true to himself and bis genius, and write the great 
works I know he can write, and let me sing them 
throughout the world. [So/Uj/, caressingly, dropping 
her face to his /ace.] Say you will not leave me now, 
Oscar ! Say you will not I 

Oboar, 
[JAJiing her hand to his lips.] I belong to you body 
and soul — do aa you please with me, Helga. 

Helga. 
Then you will stay with me ! 

Oscar. 
Yes. 

[Helga kisses him joyfully. A loud burst of 
laitgkter comes from the BaU-room. Oscar 
rises. Liveried servants enter right and 
left, and light up and prepare gambling- 
room. FiNSEN and Madame Fabdheb re- 
flMfer. 

Heloa. 
How goes the cotillion ? 

Masahb Pabdeeb. 
[I'anning herself.] Splendidly I But the people in 
the gallery find the dancing stupid and prefer the fun 
at the tables. 
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FiNBEN. 

Here they come — their highnesses, serenities, ex- 
cellencies and all the rest of it. 

[-4 curious and grotesque company of all kind* 
and conditions come out right and pass 
into the GaTHhling-room,. The deadetied 
sound of laughter and music continues to 
come from the BaU-room. 

Heloa. 
Neils knows everybody — let him tell us who they 
are. 

Madame Fandheb. 
Yes, all their names and naughty histories. 

Fins EN. 

\^As people passJ] That wicked -looking old man with 

the ghastly eyes is the Earl of Southdowns. He's on 

bis last legs, poor devil, yet he sticks to the tables like 

u cat to hot bricks. 

Heloa. 
One can see he has been through a good deal. 

Madame Fandher. 
Ten thousand this season, they say. 

FiNSBN. 

That pretty little woman is Lady Slingstone. 

Madaue Fandher. 
She does too — I know the creature 1 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



ACT HI THE PRODIGAL SON ISJ 

FiiraBN. 
That's the old CouotesB of Gi-eengage, &nd the 
boyish fellow by her aide is youog Spooney of the 
I.>aiicera. That's Algy Suckling, and this 13 the Hon. 
Harry Pigeon, and this dteesy man is their friend, 
Captain Book, who is said to hocus them a,t cards. 

Oscar. 

[ImpatienUi/ rising.] And so on, and so on, through 

ull the neurotic criminals of the upper classes — all the 

heights and deptbn of harlotry — in the high court of 

the devil's democracy. 

FiNSEN. 

Nonsense, old fellow I With your highly developed 
sense of justice you are' bound to admit that the 
gambling-room includes every kind and condition. 

[A iniddle-aged man of good appearattce passes 
through. 
There now — there's an American Senator, one of 
the best brains and finest characters in his country, 
but a gambler to the very grain. He won fifteen 
thousand at the tables last night, and looks as if be 
felt lucky enough to win fifteen more to-night. 

[An elderly man of shahhy appearance pataet 
through. 

OSCAE. 

And there's a stranded derelict — one of the gam- 
blers who have gone through their money and are 
waiting for remittances to take them home. 
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Madame Pandheb, 
Ttill me — do you never hear of a man killing liim- 
Belf when he'b down on his luck like that ? 

Oscar. 

[Laughing hitterli/.] Never I A man may shoot 
himself certainly when he has last his last louis, but 
the coroner is a, man of compassionate conscience and 
he smuggles the suicide out of our sight. That's tho 
way in this world of fashionable wreckers, with its 
false lights to lure frail vessels on to the rocks ! No 
lifeboats here ! If you strike you go to the bottom 
and nobody a penny the wiser. 

FiNSBN. 

But gambling, dear boy, isn't worse than same 
other forms of social wredtage — drink, for instance, 
or love. One gleam of the dark eye of the girl who 
loves you less than she loves herself — one cuil of her 
soft arm about your neck — one kiss of her red lips on 
your cheek or your hand, and away goes duty — away 
goes honour — and smash, crash, down you go ! 

Oscar. 
[SvddeTili/ serioue.] Juat so ! [Eaxitedly.'] And to 
show you how much I meant what I said I'm going 
to follow your advice. [Ci'ossinff to centre, laughing.'] 
Get money in your purse, and when you've got tl^t 
you've got everything ! 

Helqa. 

What are you going to do ! 
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Oscar. 
\Laiighmg again.] Lay my last louis against the 
Sentitor's fifteen ttiousan<i. The luck has been againet 
me lately, but what oF thut ? I'll try a^iu — make a 
great success — a rapid run — a quick retreat 

Madame Fandhes. 
\_Eagerly, taking Oscar's arm.'] Bless you, my man I 
Let me follow your luck — I've had none of it for 
ages. . . . But if we lose ? 

OSCAB. 

[Laughing immoda-ately.] Then — smash, crash, 
down we go ! 

[Oscar and Madame Pandheb go up to Gamb- 
ling-room, where tiie game has mote begtm. 
Lights lovjered in Hall, but bright over 
tables. The American Senatoe in banker's 
chair. Murmurs, voices of croupiers, an 
occasional hand-dap for silence are the only 
sounds within, but the faint hum of musto 
and dancing comes from Ball-room. 

FiNSEN, 

[In a low tone.] What is wroDg with him ? 
Helga. 

[Also in low lone.] He has had bad news from Ice- 
land. His father ib dead. He wants to go home. 

Finben. 
[Eagerly] Let him go. 
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Heloa. 
You wish to get rid of him. 

FiNSEK. 

Is that woDderful ? 

Helga. 
Yet you brought him here yourself. 

FiNSEN. 

That was only to bring you. But I'm beginning to 
be tired of this triple alliance. He gives himself the 
airs of a relation and the authority of a guardian, and 
when he is about nobody would guess that there's 
anything between us. 

Helqa. 
And is there ? 



Well, no, yon always keep me apart, ^ 
Let him go home, Helga. 



[Going up centre, laughing aoftly.'\ And what if I go 
with him % 

FlNSBK, 

You can't I I mean — after I've spent all this time 
and money you can't run away from me like that 



Helga. 
So I'm bound to you hand and foot % 
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Fin SEN. 
Morally bouod. 

Heloa. 
And legally too? 

FiNSBN. 

Well, yes, legally too, if you like. But eveii if you 
were not you couldu't think of such a thing. It isn't 
coaceivable that you wish to marry him. 



[^Laughing, coming down to chair left.] Mo, that 
isn't conceivable, is it} 

FiNSEN. 

A girl in your position can't wish to marry anybody 
at present — least of all a poor devil who is down to 
his last louis. You only want to have two strings to 
your bow. 

Helga. 

[Laughing.'] That's it — two strings to my bow. 

• riNSEN. 

Trust yourself to one, Helga, and you will see what 
I shall do. I'll give you every chance, every oppor- 
tunity, and your voice — your wonderful voice will do 
the rest. 

Helga, 

And then I shall be more than ever bound hand 
and foot to you — more than ever in your power t 

Fin SEN. 
Believe me, I shall never abuse it. 
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Helga. 

[Rising, crossing to chair right, looking shyly aside."] 

Yet all the same I shall belong to you, body and soul, 

you know. 

FlNBEN. 

Why not — when the time comes ? [Approaching her 
and speaking paasionatelff.] How lovely you look to- 
night, Helga! 

Heloa. 

Don't apeak so loud. 



[S0/U1/.] I'm longing for the end of the evening 
when I shall see you in all your loveliness, with your 
naked anna, and soft smooth neck, shoulder high on 
this chair and all the people pelting flowers at you. 

Helga. 
[Pleased but pretending to/rown.] Hush I 

FlNSEH, 

[Getting cheer.'] Ill hate to see it though, T know 
that, for I'll want to feel that we are alone, quite 
alone for the first time 

Helga. 



[Stm closer.] It makea me hght-headed to think of 
it, tor I'm sure that I shall forget that you are not 
mine, mine only 
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Helga, 
You ore forgetting already. 

FiNSBK. 

[Lai/irtff hold of her.] Who wouldn't, with this 

thumping at his heart, this burning in his blood 

[OsOAK is seen coming doiim from tables at 

Helga, 
Neils 1 

Fdjsbk. 
Toa enchanting creature ! 

HeiiOA. 
Neils I Neils! 

Fins EN. 
[Kiseing ha:] Darling ! 

[OsCAE re-entera. Be pretends to have heard 
and seen nothing. 

FlHSEH. 

[Awkumirdli/.] Well, are we to congratulate you ? 

OSCAB. 

[LaitghiTig.] Of course you are. 

FiNSKN. 

You've won, then ! 

Obcar. 
Not I — I've lost. The cursed knave turned up and 
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everything was gone in an instant. [Laughing again 
and looking from Fimsen to Heloa.] Well, why don't 
you congratulate me? 



OSCAB. 

[^Slapping him on the shoulder as Jie goes left and aits 
on arm, of chair.'\ Doean't he ? Tt^t'e where he's 
wrong, then. If you've got to lone, the best luck is 
to lose quick and have done with it. It saves time 
and nerve — not to speak of heart aud hope. Gambling 
is like love in that respect, old fellow. Say you stake 
everything you have on a woman — one who loves you 
less than she loves herself, you know^and the knave 
turns up to take her. Isn't it better to find out at 
once what is going on under your nose than to live in 
a fool's paradise of false hopes and expectations ? 

\_Be laughs hitt^ly. Helga looks angry, 
FiKSKN confuted. 



Oh, I daresay 

Oscar. 
[Rising quUMy,'] What do you say % 

FiNSEH. 

[ConletnjUuously.l When a man has your know- 
ledge, your experience — when he has been married 
himself — to that sort of woman, I suppose—having 
taken her from somebody else, perhaps 
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OSCAB. 

[Stepping up.] Stop that I Say what you like 
about me, but let my wife lie iu her grave. Though 
she dead she's mine, and I'll not have you, or the likes 
of you, lay your tongue on her name if I know it ! 
The only women a man like you has a right to jabber 
about are the women who haunt this little hellish 
world, and everybody knows what they are. 

FiNSEN. 

Really? In that case it isn't necessary to say any- 
thing more on the subject. [Twniny and qfering his 
arm to Helqa.] Coming to try your luck, Helga \ 

Helga. 
[Riging and taking hit witn,.] Gladly ! 

[Tkey go up to tables. Vscar Jlings himadf 
doom in chair lejl, lahee out httm- and 

OSCAE. 

^Reading.] " This is to tell you that our father died 
this morning. X think he died happy.— Maohus." 

"He loved yon to the last and we have buried 

him next to our dear Thora. — Mother." 

[Sis voioe breaks and Ms head /ails on to his 
breast. The musio in Bail-room swells up 
as the door right opens and Doctor Olsen 
returns. 

OacAE. 

t Rising, smuggling letter in pocket.] Ah, Doctor! 
int do you think of our rackety little paradise 
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now ? We're merry enough here — infernally merry, 
aren't we ? 

Doctor. 
[Looking towards Gamhling-roomJ] Did yon see a 
miserable-looHng man pass throagh — terribly down 
and shabby ? 

OSCAB. 

I did. I've often seen him hanging about the 
tables. We call him the stranded derelict, 

DOCTOS. 

Oscar, that was a college chum of yoar father's. 
Oscar. 



Yes — Eric ArQa£SOD, son of the old Sheriff of 
Aukeyeri. 

OSCAE, 

[Hoareely.^ I remember. He gambled away the 
little family fortune, didn't he ? 

Doctor, 
He did worse than that, Oscar. 

Oscar, 
Worse? 

Doctor. 
[SiUing, righi.'] He touched me for twenty francs 
in the j^lery juat now, but I think his tale was 
worth the money. 
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OSOAB. 

[SiUing.] What was it ? 

DOCIOK. 

When he had come to the bottom, &nd hadn't a 
brass farthing left, his conscience awoke and he 
wanted to go home. But what right had be to take 
back his poverty to the people he had impoverished ? 

OsciB. 
Just so I 

UOCTOK. 

It was then — when the world seemed to be tum- 
bling about hia ears — when he was in the depths and 
in the far country — thinking of home, his father, hia 
mother, his wife, his child — it was then that the 
worst temptation came to him. 

OSCAK. 

The worst temptation ! 

DOOTOB. 

The temptation to cheat at cards — at the tables. 

OacAE. 
But is it possible '{ 

DoCTOB. 

Only too easy in a crooked gambling-house, it 
seems. A little understanding with the manager, a 
little hint to the croupier, and everything is arranged. 
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ObcAb. 
What did he do? 

Doctor. 
KothiDg, Tb« brazen dealer worked the double 
Blip-cut — he only stood responsible. 

OfiCAR. 

What was the result ¥ 



Twenty years of playing scapegoat — skulking in 
slums, hiding his face from the faces of hia friends — 
his name wiped out, his identity lost — dead and gone 
to all the world except himself. 

OSCAE. 

Merciful heavens ! 

Doctor. 
According to the gambler's code of honour he had 
been guilty of the basest conduct a man cao be 
capable of. 

Oscar. 
So he bad I 

DocroK, 
When a man descends to that there is only one 
end left for him. He goes down and down, aa.j by 
day, until be is submerged beneath the flood, and 
becomes, but for the mercy of God, a vagabond and a 
caataway. 
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OSCAE. 
How can be go oa living ? 

DOCTOE. 

You may well aak that. Life mupt be unendurable 
and existence an everlasting hell, ' 

OacAB. 



That depends on how one takes it. I'm a soit of a 
Christian man myeelf, save the mark, but I say it 
would be more courageous to make an end altogether. 

OSCAB. 

It would be better to die, perhaps. 
Doctor. 

Far better — better for everbody. [Ristnff, approach- 
ing OsCAB and speaking signijiicand'y.] If I had a 
friend who chose to live on after he had fallen into a 
disgrace like that I should tell his people be was dead 
and buried. [Looking up.'] There be is — goingthrough 
the crowd liee a haunting ghost, a symbol to every 
man on the downward path of what he is and has 
been. 

OSCAB. 

Yes, yes, when a man has sunk so low if he wants 
to live be baa to die ! 

[Mwmurs at hack, "Carte," "Baccarat," eto. 
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[Goir^ up.] Listen to tfaem ! A house like this is 
a perilous plkoe to a mau with his packets fuU of 
money, but it is ten times more dangerous to the 
innn with his pockets empty. 

[Doctor goes up to taWes. Oscar «to idont, 
Haring in front.'] 

OeciB. 
" It is ten times more dangerous to the man with 
his pockets empty." [Pauses, lookaround^ "I should 
tell his people he was dead and buried." [Riaea, wipe* 
hU forbad.] I'll go home firet ! But how can I ? 
Gone — nil gone! [Bi/ a sudden thought he takes the 
watch from, his poc/cet,] My father's watch I No, nol 
Impossible ! [Puts vxuch baek and walks restlessly to 
lefi.] Yet why not? [A light breaks on him; he 
smites sadl^.] " It may be a safeguard against sin, 
and save my poor son from further 8u£fering some 
day." [Takes out toatch again.] I'll do it ! I'll do it ! 
It ia ray father's hand out of heaven ! My father's 
band to snatch me from this bell I 

[Door on right opens quieHy and Dikectob 
returns, rubbin^f his hands. 

DiRliCTOR. 

Just been superintending the final preparations for 
our grand tableau of the 'friumph of Venus I And 
now, my dear colleague, I've a word to say to you. 

Oscar. 
[Meeting Mm.] And I've & woni to say to you, 
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DireclcM* — wQl you lend me five hundred francs on 
this fine old repeater? 



With pleasure I [Taking <yat notes. \ Here thej are 
— one, two, three, four, five ! 

OscAB, 
[folding iea$eh and hesitating.] I'll want it back, 
remember. 

DiBBCIOB. 

Whenever yon please. 

Oscar. 
Soon, perhaps. 

DiuscroB. 
At the close of your next coup, if you like. 

Oscae. 
\Gimng watch amd taking mojie^.] There'll be no 
next coup for me, my friend. I'm borrowing this 
money to take me home. 

DiRKCTOR. 

You are not thinldug of going away 2 

OscAB, 
I am. 

Director. 
What is M. FinBen to do ? 
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OSCAB. 

To do without me, Director. 

DiOEcrou. 
Our season isn't over yet 'i 

Obcae. 
[Taking out gloves and putting one of them on.] But 
my money is. 

DiBECTOa, 

[Oon/identially.^ Listen for a moment. This is 
exactly the subject I came to speak about. [Zoolcs 
arownd, then in a low voiced] M. Stephensson, I told 
you the House liked to see you take the batik. The 
game is good when you are in the chair. Now there's 
a gentleman here to-night who would play high if he 
had the proper inducement, M. Stepbens:on, I sug- 
gest that you go up to the table and take the bank 

OSCAB. 
DlOECIOK. 

You ! When you call for fresh counters they will 
be provided. 

Oboar. 

\LaugMng.\ So you run this house on philanthropic 
lines, do you f 

DiBECTOR. 

Euiih I When you bid for the bank you'll bid 
high. 
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OSCAK. 

ni bid high— wiu I ? 

DiBBCTOB. 

TJadoubtedly. Aad when you take it you'll call for 
fresh cards. 

OSCAB. 

I'll call for freflh cards ? 

DlBKGTDR. 

You'll call for fresh cards, as you've « right to do. 
And when you serve them you will -win. Do you 
understand me ? You will win ! 

OSCAK. 

[ThiMtderalruek.] I'll win ! 

DiRECTOH. 

Onco — twice — thrice ! But at the end of your 
third coup — your third — you'll rise from the table. 

Oscar. 
[Gasping.^ And then ? 

IhBECTOB, 

[Rubbing his Aandt,^ Then you'll divide your win- 
nings with the House, and be richer than you've ever 
been in your life before. 

OaOAK. 
[_Flaring up atid smiting the I>iBECtOB aerose the 
face with hit loose ghee.] What in the devil's name do 
you take me for ? Take that — and that ! 
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[ The DiBECTOB eriee out in aurpriae at the blow. 
The people at tahlea ma and com« doiiM in 
con/ueum. 

Voices. 
What is it ? What haa happened ? 

DiRECTOK. 

[Recovering himself and trying to amile.] It's 

nothing ! "Hie geatleman miBunderstood eometbing I 

vtti saying to him. I beg of you to resume the play. 

[All go up except Direciob, who goea oiit by 

door to Opera House, and Hklga, who 

comes down to Oscar, where he ie leaning 

against table left. 

Hbloa. 
Oscar, toll ran what occurred. 

OacAB. 
He wanted me to cheat. 

Hbloa. 
To cheat ? 

Oscar. 
To cheat at the tables and divide the plunder with 
the House. 

[Heloa aits left, Oscar walka restlessly to and 

. Oscar. 
This is what I have come down to, Helga. A luao 
can think it safe to make a proposal to me like 
that ! The scoundrel ! 
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HSLOA. 

[Lookiiig baek.\ Hush ! 

OSCAB. 

(Jan yoil Won<ler that I want to get out of this 
place — this atmosphere of cheats and cheating? I 
felt as if I couldn't live here another day, and I 

was preparittg to go 

Hblqa. 

You were going without me ? 
OscAB. 

[Cvmiitg bade to her.'] Do you mean that, Helga ? 
R^ly mean it? In spite of everything? Then 
come with me now. How can I leave you behind 
in a place like this ? It will deetroy you as it has 
destroyed others. It will sap away your health, your 
boaity. yowr talent, your charm — everything a woman 
wants to keep. 

Heloa. 

Calm yourself, Oscar. 

Oscar. 

Yes, yes, I am nearly distracted, but I know what 
I'm saying, Helga ; and if you will throw in your 
lot with me — with me only — I will devote my whole 
life to your welfare, and do everything you widi. 
If there is anything you want me to do, I will do 
it. Do you undei-stand me, Helga % 

Helga. 
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Obcar. 
No, no, you can't ! How can you ? Shall I tell 
you ? I will ! [He retttme to her, goes down on one 
kitee hy her »ide, puts an arm about her chair, and 
whi»pers exeitediij.\ Yoii have asked me why in the 
five years since I fled from Iceland I have done 
nothing of all you expected me to do, and I've never 
been able to answer you, but I'll answer you now. 
It is because I had made a vow. 

Heloa. 

Oscar, 
Not to write another line oF music as long as I 
lived. It was on the night when Thorn died. I 
had flung myself down at the foot of her bed. My 
young wife waa dead — I couldn't grasp it. Some- 
thing bad killed her — I couldn't understand it. Then 
in that dizzy hour of pain and shtme it seemed to me 
that I had sacrificed her precious life to my delirious 
dream of becoming a great composer, for it was that 
— that lirst — which brought you and me together. 

Heloa. 
[Hoargely.'\ Well? 

OaCAR. 
! Tbon I asked myself what punishment I could im- 
pose, and I heard but one answer — I could bury my 
delirious dream of greatness in the grave of the 
sweet girl it had destroyed. 

Helga. 
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OSCAB. 

Yes, and bidm then — since I came here — and music 
has been calling me — calling me like a siren — out of 
my poTerty and obscurity into the glory of success 
and fame, sometimes I've found myself — I've found 
myself praying 

Kelga. 
Praying ! 

OSCAB. 

Yes, even here — in this bell — that some one could 
say, " Oscar Stephensson is dead— poor devil, he is 
d«id ! " — 80 that people could believe it, and I could 
begin again under some other name — no matter 
what — at the only work I'm fit for, though the 
world never knew me, and I remained to the end 
of my life unknown. 

Helgi. 
How morbid ! How miserable I 

OSOAB. 

[RUinff excUedl]/.] Ah, but that's all over now. I 
want to share my life with you, Helga. I'll put aside 
my vow too I Everything for your dear sake. I see 
what we have to do — we have to go back to London. 
We may be poor, we may have to deny oureelveS) but 
we'll think nothing of that. We'll write an opera ; 
the scene will be our own dear country ; the story 
will be one of the fiery sagas of that stem old land. 
And when, after many days, many weeks, many 
months, years perhaps, we have finished our task, 
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you will siag it everywhere and be worshipped 
throughout the world ! 

[Heloa atarea in franX of her. OscAE walkfi 



Oscar. 
\Mmt rapidly, more ^ecitedly^ Theo we'll go home 
— to your fftther, my mother, the child I We couldn't 
go back poor and ashamed, but everything wilt be 
forgiven, everything forgotten in the dazzling light 
of success. Ob, Helga, Helga ! The joy of it all ! 
Don't you hear me, Helga ? 

Heloa. 
\SlovAy?^ Yea, Oscar. 

OscAE, 



Keloa. 
I should like to — dearly like to. 

OSCAB. 

Then why abouldnt we ? 

Helga. 

If I go to London with you I must break with 
Finsen, and I am in Finsen's debt. 
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Hbloa. 
It gives him such a frightful hold of me. 

Oscar. 
You doa't mean that you are in thiB man's power 
for the rest of your life, Helga i 

Heloa. 
Until I can pay him back what he has spent on me, 
yes. Bui if there were any way of getting money t 
If, for example 

OSOAE. 

Helga, what are you thinking of ! 
Helqa. 

I am thinking that if this is an atmosphere of 
cheats and cheating, perhaps you have been cheated 
also. 

OSCAB. 

No doubt, no doubt ! 

Heloa. 
[EiHnff.] Then would it 

OSCAB. 

Whati 

Heloa. 
[Croaainff to chair right.] Would it be wrocig 

OSOAB. 

[FoUotoing her.] Would what be wrong, Helga ? 
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Heloa. 
To do to them as they have done to you ? 

OscAB. 
[EeeoUing.] Helga! 

Heloa. 
[Sitting.] I suppose it would, but they deserve it — 
richly deserve it. 

OscAB. 
[Viaibtt/ tempted.] Don't let us think of it, Helga. 

Heloa. 
It seems bo cruel to be stopped merely for the want 
of moneys-one's own money as one might say. 

OsCAB. 
Don't! Don't I 

Helga. 

Otherwise how happy we should be if we could go 

to London together, and live for each other, and for 

our art, and have nothing and nobody else to think 

about I 

Oscar. 
[ Viaibh/ yieldirtg.l Yes, how happy we should be ! 

Hbloa. 
We should marry, of course. There is m> longer 
any impediment, and it would put an end to damaging 
miscoticeptions. 
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Obcab. 
Yes, yes, yes ! 

Helga. 
It would put an Mitl to FinseD, too, for he in 
constantly trying me and tempting me. 

Osc&fi. 
[FKreett/.] The brute I 

Hblqa. 

The time may come when I can resist him no 

longer — when he will tell me he has done everything 

for me and I shall feel myself to be hia property, his 

slave. 

[The Director re-entera by door left. Oscar 
loolca round at him, struggling in the toils 
of hit temptation. 

OSUAB. 

[Breathini/ hard and labouring undir wiid ivloxi- 
eaiion.] Director, I'm — I'm — I'm soiry for what oc- 
curred just now, and if you are still of the same mind 
I'U— I'll take the bank. 

DiRBCTOR. 

With the greatest pleasure I 

[Movement at cental table. Croupier r%»es and 
goes out by left door. Another CeOUPieb, 
carrying hia apade, enters by same door. 
The DiBECTOB siopi hitn as he parses 
through. Meantime OscAB.tn great exafe- 
mmtt, goes up to the table. Hbloa follows 
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Of far as gloat door, tMtcA m now tkroion 
open ; slops there and leant ogainH door- 
poet. 

DlKECTOR. 

[To Cboupieb Mt/lly.] You are going to take the 
table? 

Okoufibb. 
I am, Bir. 

DiBECTOB. 

M. Stephensson will take your first bank, and call 
for fresh cards. 

Groupibk. 
[Comprehending.] I see. 

Director. 
When you deal them A« will mn. You under- 
stand me i 

Gboupibr. 
Perfectly. 

[Croupier goes up to His seal at table, back 
to audienee. 

Oroupier. 
[7n a loud voux.] Qui prand U banque ? 

Amekioan Senator. 
Cent. 

Obcar. 
Deux cent. 

Ahbrican Senator. 
Troia cent. 
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OscAE. 
[£<M«fer,] Cinq cent. 

Aherican Senator. 
Sept cent, 

Oscar. 
[StUl louder.] Mille. 

Crodpier. 
[In a loud voice.] Mille dans la banque ! Mille dans 
labanquel [7'oOscar.] C'ext a tous, mongieur ! 

OscAE. 
Encore des cartes, e'il vons plait. 

[Oscar takes bankei^e chair, certtre, face to 
audience. Speaks aside to Attendant 
cwrying bag, and a large heap of couplers 
is placed h^ore him. Punters seat them- 
s^es abottl taile. Ahebioah Senator 
at end on Isfi. The broken-doum gambit, 
Eric Arnasson, is Men standing behind 
him. Doctor at opposite end of table. 
DiBECTOE tnoving about. 

FiNSEN. 
[Coming doton to Helga.] What does this mean ! 

Hrlga. 
\Exoiladly\ Don't ask me — yet. 

[FiKSXK goes book to table. Fresh cards are 
brought. Grocfi^ shujles, ha-nda right 
tmi Uft, mitt, et». 
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Ckodpiek. 

[In loud voice.] Est'ce que qaelqu'un va banco ? 

American Senator. 
Banco ! 

[OscAK deaie CM-ds and taket up Ma own; 
Senatob takes up his. 

Oscar. 
[SxaiieiU;/.] Huit! 

Ahbkican Senator. 
[TArowtTtg down cards.] Yours, sir! 

[Heloa draws breath of relief and goes up to 
back of Cboupieb's chair. 

Croupiek. 
[/n loud voice.l Deiix mille dans la bauque — Faites 



[GounUrs, Tnoney and notes laid on table. 
Attendant claps hands for silence. OsCAR 
serves cards and wipes his forehead. 



[LiJUng hU own co 
KBC»te(%.] Neuf I 

American Senator. 
{Thrmoing dawn hw ea/rdt^ Yours again, sir! 

[Kelga turns towards audienoc with a look of 
joy, then goes round to back of Oscar's 
chair. Director comes down, nMing hia 
hands, meets Waitbb, aptaiks to him, 
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Waiter goes back, DiKBcrroH returns to 
right of table. Oscar serves cards — third 

OSCAE. 

\LiJiing his own ewrds with trembling hands.] 
Huitl 

Ambbican Senator. 
The bank wins again ! 

\_Mov6inenl and murmurs about table. Heloa 
moves to left, Eric Abnasson comes dovm 
stoffe as if going out hv/rH'idly hy door 
right. He stops, stares in front of him,, 
breathes hard, /tesitales, then goes back antd 
is seen looking closely over Oroupieb's 
bidder. Attendant daps for silence. 
Oscar serves a fourth time. Then wipes 
Ais forehead once mm-e. 

Voice. 

[Onright.] Carte! 

Voice. 
[On left.'] Carte ! 

Oscar. 
[Intensdy nervous, lifts his own card, seems afraid 
to look at it, does so and cries excttedly.] Neuf en- 
core! 

American Senator. 
The bank wins a third time ! 
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Oscar. 
[EiHng.] And stops. 

[General movement at table. Efiic Arnassun 
comes down, his face timtehing, his eyes 
aglow. OsGAB gathers up his winnings in 
a bowl and comes down left, vnih the bowl 
in his trembling hands. 

Oscar. 
[Panting, hrecUhiets, speaking in gaapa and looking 
right and left,] Kelga ! Helga! 

[ffecoTnes face'to/ace with Ebic Abnasson, 
ttopa, and steps backwoird with a look of 
horror. The two men atare at each other, 
eye to eye. Then Euic Arnassoh crosses 
hurriedly and passes out, looking back 
hurriedly ae he reachea the door. Oscar 
staggers to table and d^-ops the bowl on 
to it. 

OSCAB. 

[As if awakening from hie wild inttxeieation.] Can 
it be possible that I — I too — Oh, oh ! 

[The mime breaks out again in Bcdl-room, 
accompanied by a peal of laughter. At 
same moment Helga comes down, glowing 
with delight. 

Hblua. 

Oscar. 
[As if holding btr off.] No, no I 
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HblGA. 
What is the matter with you ? 
OacAK. 

Lost ! Lost ! All in vain 

Heloa. 
What do you mean, Oscar? Haven't you won 
everything ? Aren't we rich now ? Can't we do as 
we intended ? 

OaCAE. 
[In a fever of hysterical excitefnent.'\ Why so we 
cnn. \To Waiter, who etUeraJrom rigM vnth y&M«es.] 
Boy, bring the champ^;ne here. 

Waiter. 
Bat the Director 

OSCAB. 

Bring it here. [Waiter sets doion tray riykt table. 
Oscar dipe Ais hand in bowl and takes out note.] Take 
this for it. \Draw3 back, returns Ttole to bowl, and 
takea another from his pocliet,^ No, this. 

[Helga crosses to chair right of table ; Oscar, 
vnth feverish hand, pours wine into two 
glasiea.] 

Heloa. 
[Quivering vHtkjoy.] Are we to drink to your luck, 
Oscar? 

Oscar. 



[Offering glass.] No, to ourselves. 
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Helqa. 
[Raiaing her glass and jingling with Osgab's.] Our- 
selves, then I 

Oscar. 
Ourselves ! [Oscar drinks, gulping down the wiTte, 
then drops the glass and puts his foot on it.] Do you 
know what that is, Helga ? 

Helga. 
That] 

OSCAE. 

That u our love ! 

Heloa, 
Bt'okea ? What are you saying, Oscar ? 

Oscar. 

I'm saying farewell to you, Helga, because this is 

the end — the end oF everything between you and me. 

Helga. 
[Gaspinff.'] You are going to leave me ? 

Oscar. 
Yes, in three minutes I shall be gone. 

H&LQA. 

[Rising.'\ Oscar ! 

Oscar. 
[Imperativdi/.] Sit down. 
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HfitOA. 

[•S't'Uin^.] I don't understand. What have I done ? 

OacAE, 
What have you done ? You've made me a liar, a 
thief, and a cheat. 

Heloa. 
Mercy I What an expressioD ! 

OaCAR. 
Di>n't leb lis be nice about words, Helga — a liar, a 
thief, and a cheat ! [Heloa drope her head ; Oscae 
atanda over her.'\ Oh, Helga, Helga! How I wanted 
to begin again ; to live a new life ; to return home 
that I might restore all and expiate all 1 How I 
wanted to be a man once more and take my place 
among other men ! But jou played on my lowest 
paBsious and the dregs of my wretched nature that 
came to the top — you found my miserable soul beating 
vainly at heaven'^ gate, and you dragged it down again 
to this hell of gibbering apes. 

Heloa. 
{WrathfiMy.^ Oscar! 

Obcak. 

[Beaming her doH»i,] Go back to Einaen. Unite 

your wretched destiny with his. He has everything 

a woman like you can want, I have nothing but my 

disgrace and my despair. 
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Heloa. 

Have you lost your senses that you can talk bo me 
like this? 

OeciAB. 

No, I've come to them at last, Helga. For five 
yeat» I've been your servant — your slave. If it is 
weakness to love a woman to all lengths and ends of 
love, to waste your life on her, to be ready to see the 
whole world perish around you if only you can win 
her smiles, then / have been pitifully, wickedly weak. 

Heloa. 
[WithMifig.] 0^c,r ! 

Oscar. 
That's how I have loved you, H^ga — more than 
family, friends, reputation, happiness, everything. 
You came nearer to me than my father, nearer than 
my mother, nearer— God forgive me — than my wife 
and child, and I sacrificed all of them 

Heloa. 

[IftiA ffe/tuine emotion,^ Oscar, I did wrong. I 
confess it. But believe me I have 1 jved you beyond 
anything in the world. 

Oscar. 

No, you have loved yourself— yourself, Helga — and 
me only as a means to your own glory. When a 
woman lovea a man she upholds his hononf and pro* 
teots his good name, but you have stolen both from 
me that you might feed your vanity and pamper ynur 
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Heloa. 
[In a rapid whitper.] Oh, I waa Kwretch. I know 
it. When you pictured the life we were to live in 
LondoD I was afr&id to be poor and tried to find a way 
of escape. That's all, dear. I only miBJudged the 
means for a moment. 

Obcar. 

You have miejudged them all ittong, Hulga. You 
misjudged them when you came between me and my 
swe«t young wife; when you persuaded me to the 
treachery that broke her heart and killed her ; when 
you tempted me to the crime that ruined my father 
and destroyed myself. I yielded ; I consented ; I 
plead no excuse; I deserve no pity ; I was a blind, 
blundering monster, but thank God, my eyes are open 
at last. 

Heloa. 

[BreatUeady.] Then— you love me no longer. 

OSCAB, 

That's it — I love you no longer. I always knew I 
was a fool for my pains^that the woman I wooed 
wasn't worth the winning — that she wanted to give 
me nothing while I g^ve her all. Again and a^in I 
tried to stop on my downward course and I couldn't 
do it. £ut the infamous act you tompted me to has 
liberated me at last, and I am going back to Thora. 

Heloa. 
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OSCAK. 

Yes, because I am returning to her child — to make 
it up to my daughter for all I did amiss to her mother 
who is dead — ^to mj people too, in God's good time, 
for the ruin my sins have brought them. 

Heloa. 

No, no, you cannot leave me! Oscar ! I implore 
you to pardon me. Give me one more chance. I 
will go with you now and leave everything behind 
me— all the Dead -Bea- fruit of my foolish triumph. 

Oscar. 
[Turning autai/.] Too late ! 

Helqa. 
[ffoldtng him.] Hush ! You cannot leave me in a 
place like this. You i^aid yourself you could not. 
Listen t I shall not always be nice looking — I've 
not so many years left you kuow. If I fail in my 
profession men like Finsen will soon forget me, and I 
shall be nothing in the future but one of the women 
who haunt these rooms. Ihora said I should be, and 
she waa right. Take me away ! 

OscAB. 
Too late ! Too late ! 

Uelqa. 
No, no, you cannot leave me to-night — not to-night 
at all events. Yield to my wiBh once more — only 
once more, Oscar. 
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Oscar. 
[StrtiggUhg wiiA his love for her.] I've yielded to 
your wisb again and agaJQ, Helga, and every time 
I've sunk deeper and deeper than before. I yielded 
to it half an hour ago, and since then you have brought 
me so low, that lower I could not sink and live. 
Therefore I cub you out of my heart and wipe you out 
of my life. "Whatever it may cost us we part her© 
and now. Your course lies that way, mine this — 
Farewell ! 

[ChokiTtg wUk emotion he breaks away from 
her, cmd is crossing to door left when ike 
DiEECTOU comet down to him. At the 
tame moment Heloa tujita tip aiid meets 
F1K8EN. 

FiNSBN. 

What's wrong ? 

Heloa. 
[In an agitated voice.'\ Nothing — nothing ! 

FlNSEN. 

Is it — the cards ? 

Heloa. 

[Eagerly.] No, no, no I 

FlNSBN. 

It is — I see it is I [Hurrying batik to table.] Wait ! 

Helqa. 
[FoUomnff him,] Neits ! 
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DiKRCTOR. 

[To Oscar, suavely, eonfidentli/.] And now, my 
dear colleague, if you wilt bring your bowl to the 

treiisury 

OSCAB, 

[Quivei-iti^ toith anger.] The treasury I 

Director. 

You know what we agreed 

Oscar. 

Agreed ? 

Director. 
About the winnings, the money 

OsCAB. 



enough to do your work I'm not rogue enough to take 

your wages. Away with it — >to hell and damnation ! 

[Oscar sweeps ike bowl off the tdbU, and notes 

and ctmnlera fall on the Jloor. He is 

making for door left when DotrroB Olskh 

cmnet down and stops Mm. 

DOOPOR, 

Oscar I liiaten to what tiiey're saying. 



Ahbbicak Senator. 
[At back.] Impound the last hank ! 
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[At back^ Examine the c&rdA ! 

[Mua-mws and com/motion at tabh. 



\Cfat/iering up note* and gcnngvp with botid.] Gentle- 
men 1 Gentlemen ! Surely you cannot think 

DooroR. 
[7*0 Oscar.] Is it true what Finsen means ? 

Obcar. 
Yea. 

DOOTOK. 

You were so dead to all feelings of honour and 

duty 

Oscar. 
Yes, yes, 

DOOTOB. 

Then you are a lost man. [Taking revolver /rwn hia 
hip pocket^ Here — take this. 

Oscar. 
[Reemling!] No, no. 

DocToa, 
You cannot live a day longer after a disgrace like 
that. Take it — there is no other way. 



No, no, no ! 
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DOCTOB. 

Oscar, I was yo-ar dead father's friend. He was a 
man of honour — of stainless honour — and shall his 

OSCAK. 

[Graaping at remlver.'] Give it to me, 

DOCTOE. 

Heaven will he more merciful to you than mnn, 
Oscar. Good-bye — and God help you ! 

[DocTOE goes a step vj>. Tvmvult behind in- 
ereases. OscAR stands breathletg, ataring 
wildly before him. 

Oscar. 
\_Ho(vr»ely, h'ok&idy.'\ Dead ! Dead in disgrace and 
in 0. foreign country ! Just when my true life was 
beginning— when I had something to live for 1 My 
God ! My God ! Never to see home again — never 
to see the child — never to go back and make amends! 
Good-bye, mother — my Uttle Elin 

Many Voices. 
[About table at back.] A — h ! 

DOOTOB. 

S Coming down, in hushed whisper.] Go — go! I'll 
them you are dead. 

Oscar. 
[FirnUy, reedv,telt/.] No, no, no! It is braver to 
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face it out — to figbt it out — to live it out to the last ! 

I cannot die ! I toiU not die ! I will live, whatever 

happens 1 

\He throws the revolver into the ehair and goes 
outjvmdy. The m/wrnvurs ahout the tables 
rise to threatening cries. Doctor picks up 
the weapon, litlens for a rnomeHt to the 
increasing tv.mvlt, and then, aa if by a 
sudden thought, cocks the revolver, free it 
into the air andfollows OscAa hwrriedly. 
At the soujtd of the shot the gainhlers come 
down in confusimi, crying, "Wno was it?" 
" Was it HJi ? " and Jly off right and kft. 
Only Helga and Fikseh, the Director, 
Attendants and CROUPiERa reynain. 

Director . 
Clear the tables and lower the lights. Order the 
trumpet aod begin the proceesiou. 

\Tkg taMes are cleared and lights lowered; 
Croupiers and Atibudakts go off right, 
Director left. Helga and Finsen come 
down — Helga in great agitation. 

Finsen, 
Calm yourself. It may be somebody else. 

Heloa. 
[Wildly.] It's he— I know it's he! And you 
have been the cause ! 



My dear Helga ! 



Finsen. 
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Hbloa. 
Don't speak to me. I bate you — I loathe you — I 
never wish to see your face agaiu. 

\¥v!^SEsfalla back. Hbloa amies down right. 

Heloa. 

[WttA wild emotion.] Oh, what fools women are in 

their vanity and pride ! God help me ! God forgive 

me t If he has gone — if he killed himself Well ? 

[Doctor Olsen rttvms,foUowed hy Director. 

Eelqa. 

[Qaaping^ Oscar ? 

DoctOB. 

Oscar Stepfaeussou is dead. 

\WWt a low cry Helqa staggers backward, 
and sinks into chair on left. At same 
moment OsoAtt is seen crossing verandah. 
He hesitates, looks back into rooms, then 
goes on with firm step. At next instant a 
trumpet call is heard and mtmc swells up. 
The door frvm Ball-room is burst open 
and a com.pa/ny of girls in Greeiwn costume, 
laughing merrily and crying, " The Tab- 
leau ! " " The Peocession ! "encirde Helqa's 
chair, with its banner, ajid strip off her 
domino. A chorus of men enters, bringing 
a canopy o/Jlowers. The canopy is put 
about I^lga's chair and she is Ufted on to 
six m«n's shoulders. 
Meantime the pe<iple have relumed by stair- 
cases and galleries, carrying armsfvl of 
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jUnoerB. The lights go up, the tniwtd grotoa 
Imtder, the ehorua svmUb out vmd the pro- 
ces»ion hsffine. Hbloa, now in Grecian 
costume, i* carried acrose, round and dovjn 
again. The girls donee at either side of 
her, the msn sing in her train, and the 
people on galleries and staircases pelt her 
vnth flowers. She tries to bow amd smUe, 
hut as oJUn as she does so her face breaks 
down to arc expression of pain and misery; 
until at length, after a great ^ort, she faUx 
bach fainting. 
The stage is covered vnth flowers, the air is 
raining roses, and the chorus is singing 
" The TriumjJt of Venue " as the curtain 
dow^ descends. 
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THE FOURTH ACT 

ScBNE same la Act I, Interior of Inn-farm, but now 
more bare and ch^erUaa. It is ^ew Tear's Eve. 
The wind M whistling about the house ; there is a 
great snowstorm. It is night, and the hanging 
lamp is lighted. 

Magnus is silting hy the stove. Mis face i» suP.en and 
his hands are deep in his Irouser pockets. Sheep 
dog lies at hts feet. The SHEBirF and Anna are 
standing by dresser, making an inoentory. Anna 
is holding a lighted candie. Elin, a young girl 
of fifteen, is counting the plates. 

Shbriff. 
Six dinnOT pUtea ? 

Akna. 
Seven. 

[^There is a louder blast of wind, the outer door 
is opened and the Fabtob enters, mulled up 
in a scarf and splashed with snow. 

Pastor. 
[Pushing Ae door baek,'\ Ugh ! What a night 1 
We haven't had such a etorm this many a year. The 
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anow is three feet deep in tlie drifts already ; so as 
the Sheriff had to sleep at the Parsonage, I thought I 
had better come over to fetch him, 

8HERirF. 

Thanks ! I shall be ready presently. Pastor. 

Pa&tor. 

[UrtroUing hia vnuffler arid aiUhtg right of table.} So 
this if to be your last night in the old home, Anna, 
and everything is to be sold up to-morrow ! What a 
pity ! Well — \takinij out tnuff-hox] — naked came I out 
of my mother's womb, and — \Bnu£ing\ — naked shall I 
return thither! 

[Magnus ekufflea impatiently in his chair. 

I've known the old house through all its dajrs of joy 
and sorrow since your poor husband that's dead — God 

rest his soul 

Anna, 

[Who hoe come doum.~[ God rest his soul I 

Fastob, 

%nce he came here to carry away hie bride. And a 

nervow, blushing little bride she wa^, too t Nearly 

as young as Elin here, aad as free from care as yoiu: 

grand -daughter herself. 

[KLaonus makes a conUmptuoua growl and 

kicks at wood in stove. 

But heaven help us, what changes the years bring ! 

I'm sorry for you, Anna, that misfortunes should fall 

so fast on you in the evening of your days. I'm sorry 

for Magnus, too, for to give him his* due he has made 
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a splendid fight for it ! Ab, if that unhappy scape- 
grace who died abroad could be here to-day what a 
leesoD he wovdd learn ! When a man does wrong 



[Swinging round.] Oh, for the Lord's sake, let's 
have done with this. 



[£inn^.] Magnus Stephensson, if we are in trouble, 
lot us behave like God's rational creatures anyhow. 

Maqnub. 
[Kicking at wood again.] Rational hell I 

Sheriff. 
[Closing his bock vnth a bang.] Finished at last ., 
and ready to go, Pastor. 

[Pastob goes up, bitUoning his coat, and joins 
Anna. Eli'h goes to settle far Sheriff's 
coat and hat. Sheriff comes down. 
Magnus rises. 

Magnus. 
Is it all over, sir % 

Sheriff. 
Yes, it was a long job, but it's over at last. 

Magnus, 
I mean is it certain that the auction must take 
plaoe to-morrow % 
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Shekiff. 
Never been a doubt of it that I know of. 

Magnus, 
[Closer.'] Look here, sir. Give me another chance, 
and you shall have everything I owe. Let me have 
four years more, and you shall see what I can do. 

Sbehipp, 

[Shaking Ma head.'] Past praying for, my friend. 

Magnus. 
Don't say that, sir. My people have farmed this 
place for a hundred and fifty years. Give me three 
years more, sir— only three. 

Shebiff. 
Impossible ! 7 

Maokus. 
[Glancing round at £lin, then in a low, pleading 
iMMx.] Sheriff, don't be hard on me. I don't care a 
straw about myself, but there's the girl. Give me a 
chance for the child's sake. Sheriff 1 Two years more 
— just two I 

Shbbiff. 
The girl is young and strong — ^let her go into 
service. 



[BricB,ing up.\ Service ! [C<ml/rdling himself,] You 
ire quite right, sir; the girl and I can take care of 
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ourselves, but there's the old mother. She was bom 
ia this house and expected to die here. Give me one 
more year, Sheriflf— one single year. 

Sbekifp. 
No use wasting words. Matters have gone too far. 
The only thing I can do for you now ia 

AIaonus. 
Is what, sir ) 

SEEKIPr. 

Pay me the interest before nine o'clock to-morrow 
morning and I'll stop the sale on my own responsi- 
bility. 

Magnus. 
Eight thousand crowns ! 

That's the amount of it. 

Magnus, 
[Btufsling into wild laughter.'] You ask me to find 
you eight thousand crowns before nine o'clock to- 
morrow morning % Tou might as well ask me to find 
you the moon. 

Sheriff. 
\PuUi'ng on hat and coat which Elin has brought 
doim.] Then let us say no more on the subject. The 
Bank has been very patient, very indulgent 
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Magnus. 
The Bank iodulgentl Has the Bank got a mother ¥ 
Has the Bank got a child ? The Bank is a, great, 
grinding monster without bowels of compassion for 
anybody. God damn the Bank and all its fools and 
flunkeys ! 

[Sheriff goes up to door. Pastoe cornea 
dovm with both hands iipraiaed. 

Pastor. 
Magnus Stephensson, I will ask you to remember 
you are taking God's name in vain. 

Maonts. 
\lMughi7ijg bitterly.'\ Am I ? You do that often 
enough — ^yon do it every Sunday. You pray to God 
in your churches and what does He do for you ? 
What does He do for anyone ? What has He done 
for me ? If God cares what happens in this world 
let Him do something now. Here's Hia chance. I 
want eight thousand crowns before nine o'clock to- 
morrow morning, and if God can do anything let Him 
find me the money and save my mother and the child 
from starvation. But He can't — He can't ! 

Pastor. 
[Hwrryiug out with kis hands over hia ears.] Blas- 
phemy ! Blasphemy I 

[Exit Pastor-otu! Sheriff. 'M.i.ouvs follows 
them up, sends a ringing laugh after them, 
clashes door and returns to seat by stove. 
Anna takes books from cupboard and lays 
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lAem on table, Elin at«pg down to Mag- 
nus, atanda behind his chair and puts her 
arms about his neck. 

Elin, 
You must not thick about me, Uncle Mt^inus. 
Wherever you go I will go too. And then — [creeping 
round on to his kTiee] — who knows what may happen. 
before the Sheriff comes back in the morning ? This 
i3 New Year's Eve, you know. All good things come 
at New Year, They say miracles come at the turn 
of the year, uncle. 

Magnus. 
[PutUng her away and rising!\ Go to your grand- 
mother, my child. She is getting ready for prayers. 
I must shut up for the night. 

[Magnus goea up /oltoiced by dogs. Elin 
croasea to table. Anna ringa houae beU. 



I wonder why I did that 1 I forgot the servants 
were all gone. I hope they reached their homes 
before the storm began — I should pity a dog that had 
to be out on a night like this. 

Elin. 
[Op^iing her hook amd reading.'\ "The Lord is my 
shepherd ; I shall not want." 
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" He restoreth my rouI ; He leodeth me in the 
paths of righteousness for His name's sake." 

Anna. 

" Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil : for Thoa art 
with me ; Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me." 

[Thty dose their books. Elin riaeg, raises her 
head and shuts her eyes. 

Elih. 
Oh Father, bless Uncle Magnus, so that be may 
fear no evil. Dear Jesus, send the miracle that will 
save Uncle Magous R.nd grandma, and me. It is 
such a little thing to jou, but such a great, great 
thing to us, and we shall all be happy and dwell in 
the house of the Lord for ever. Amen ! 

{She gathers up the books and takes them back 
to cupboard, while Anna lights a candle at 
dresser, 
I'm aure He will, grandma — I'm sure Ood will send 
the miracle before to-morrow morning. 

Anna. 
[Satiding etmdle.] God give you a good night, my 
child 1 

£lin. 
And you, grandma I 

[Elin goes in lotoer door UJi. Maoncs retums, 
foUoteed by dog. Anna Ughts another 
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Not likely to be disturbed by travellers on a night 
like this — that's aome consolation anyway, Where's 
Elin? 



Gone to bed. Poor child, she grows more and more 
like hei' mother. Sometimes I Uiink it can only be a 
dream that our dear Thora is dead. 

Magnus. 
[Raking out stove."] A dream ! 

Anna. 
If you had heard her praying for the miracle it 
would have filled }our heart brimful. Of such is the 
kingdom of heaven ! 

Maqnus. 
But mirades don't happen, mother — except such as 
we make for ourselves, 

Akna. 
What do you mean by that, Magnus ? 
Maonus. 

Ansa, 
What? 

Magnus, 
If a traveller came to this house to-night with the 
eight thousand crowns we want in his podcet 
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Akna. 
WeU? 

Maohub. 
Do you think I should hesitate to take them ! 

Anna. 
My BOD, you don't mean it. If I thought you 
meaot it I should die — I should die this very 
minute. 

Maonuh. 

[/jt another tone, taking doion hanginy-lam'i.p.'\ Never 

mind, mother. It doean't matter whether I meant it 

or not, the temptation isn't likely to come to me. Let 

us go to bed. 

Akna. 
YouVe borne a terrible burden, Magnus, and if I 
could ooly have helped you to bear it 



\_6oing 1ip^ You have. But the wretch who comes 
^ter the prodigal gleans in a barren field, you know. 

Amra. 
\Al atep.'\ My poor Oscar! H^ wasted hia life, 
poor boy I It waa all my fault. I didn't bring him 
up properly. 

Magnus. 
Mother I 

Anna. 
But if he died as he did perhaps it was only be- 
cause he wimted to come back rich, so that he could 
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pay otF the mortgage and make ub all happy. I used 
to think of thut eometimes, and pi^y for it so often. 
But now, if he could come back poor — I shouldn't 
care how poor — as poor as the prodigal in the 

parable 

Magnus. 
Mother, I can't hear you talk like this — I can't 
and I won't! Oscar is dead, but he treated you 
shamefully. 

Ann*. 
Don't say that, Magnus, 

Magnus. 

But I do say it. And I say, too, that he lived in 

disgrace and died in disgrace ; and, now that he is 

gone, I'm not going to pretend that i wish be could 

come back. 

Anna. 
Ah, well I The Lcard knows best what he is doing. 
Qood-night, Magnus I 



Good -nighty mother! 

[They are jxirtingfor the night when a eharp 
knoch ia heard on the oiUer door. 

Anka. 
Somebody coming ! 

Voice. 
[Without, loud but hvmuloiie.] God be with you ! 
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Anna. 
[/n a terrified whitp^'.'] Magnus '. 

Maonus. 
[In a loud agitated twice.] And with you ! 

[He crosses to door and opens it. There is a 
rush of wiTvi and a wild drift of snow. 
Then a man appears on the threshold, 
wearing a long fur coat, covered with 
enow. Magnus holds the lamp over his 
head and the light /alls on the man's face. 

Stkanueb. 
Can I have a bed here to-night, and shelter for mjr 
horse? 

Maqsus. 
[After looking back at his mother.] Come in, sir. 

[The Stranqer steps forwa/rd. Magnus closes 
the door, re-hangs lamp, and puts on a 
snow-cap. 

Stbanobb. 
The little mare is hot — she'll want a rub down and 
a rest before you give her a feed. 

Maonus. 
I'll see to that, sir. 

[Anna comes down to stove and begins to re- 
kindle fire. The Stkanqer fdlowa her 
with his eyes and looks round room with a 
doied expression. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



!08 THE PRODIGAL SON i 

Anna. 
Won't you take off your cloak and cap, sir ? 

Stbakgek. 
[Ifimtb and daxed.] Eh ? 



Your cloak aud cap, sir, and I'll put them to dry 
by the fire. 

Strahgek. 

[^Reconering hint8elf.'\ Ah, yes, of course, certainly. 
[fle removes his cap and takes off his coat. 
S/i« hangs them on chair hy stove. Then 
he sits right of tahh wkHe she kneels hy 
fire, breaking sticks into it and blovAng 
them into'Jtame. 

Anna. 
You have had a terrible ride, sir. 

Strahokb. 
It was bad, certainly. 



A gentlemau must have been very anxious to get 
m with his journey to travel on a day like this. 

Stbaho£h. 
I was — I had something tu do at the end of it. 
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Anna. 
[fflandTig round al htm as if his voice awakened 
memoriea. Have you come far, sir ? 

Stranger. 
Altogether ? Yea, very far — from Eoglaiid. 

. Anha, 
\Gl<mcing again^ From i^ogland ? 

Stranoer. 
I suppose you've never been aa f ar as that, land* 
lady? 

Anna. 
No, air. 

Stkanqbb. 
Nor any of your family ? 

Ahna. 
[Glancing round again, then breaking sticks noiaili/.'\ 

N — o ! That is to aay Won't you come up and 

warm yourself, sir 'i [Sising and crossing to (afefe.J 
You'll be hungry after your long ride — what can I 
give you to eat ? 

Stranger. 
[Crossing to stove.'] Anything — anything you have 
ready. 

Anna. 
I'm afraid I've nothingready — nothing good enough 
for the like of you, sir. 
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Strange B. 
Don't you always keep smoked mutton in an Iceland 
house ? 

Anna. 
Oh yes, if that will do. [Glandng again.] Then 
perhaps you are an Icelander, although you come 
from England? 

Stbanoeb, 
Yes, I'm an Icelander, 

Akna. 
What is yuur name ? 

Stbahobr, 
[AJier a moment, faang aaide.'\ They call me — 
Ohristian Christiansaon. 



[More easily.^ Well, it's lucky you found i 
We were on the point of going to bed. 



I suppose the other members of your family are 
gone already % 

Anna. 
There's only one besides what you've seen — my 
grand-daughtt^ — and she had just gone off as you 
came in. 

[Anka eUars table and lays doth. Strakoek 
looks rouTuL 
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Strahgek. 
Do jrou know, landlady, I've slept in this houae 
before ? 

Anna. 
Must have been long ago then — I don't remember 
you. 

Stbanoeb. 
Tbis is a poi'trait of yourself, isn't it % 

Anna. 
Used to be, but I was younger when that was like 
me. 

Stbanoeb. 
And that's a portrait of your husband ? 

Anna. 
Then youVe not been here for more tbanten years, 
sir, for my husband is ten years in his grave. 

Stkamoeb. 
It is more thaji ten years — in fact fifteen. 

Anna. 
{After looking _fiaxdly at him..] We've seen trouble 
since you travelled in these parts before, sir. 

Stranger. 
Ah, I've heard of it. [Facing aiout.] You had a 

son 

Anna. 
That was my son who opened the door. 
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Stbanoeb. 
But another son — a younger son. 

Yes, but we — we never talk of him, sir. 

Stranger. 
Died in disgrace, didn't he ? 

Anna. 
Who tnowB that ? Man sees the deed, they say, 
but God the circumstance. 

Stbanoer. 
They say hard things of him in Iceland though. 

Anna. 
It needs no skill to wound the defenceless, sir. 
He did wrong — I'm not defending him — but a better 
hearted boy never lived in the world. Everybody 
loved himnnd he loved everybody. He never changed 
to his mother either — never I Both my sons have 
been good to me. No mother ever had such good 

sons, and if he sinned he suffered too and 

[She breaks doton and turns aside. 

Stranobr. 

[Aside, viith emotion.] God bleas her ! My motberl 
[FoJnng about] I beg your pardon. Naturally his 
mother cannot think ill of him whatever he did. 
But this is the first time I've heard a good word for 
him since I came to Iceland. They told me his very 
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name was execrated, and that if he had lived to come 
home again and show his face at the farm his own 
brother would have flung him into the road. 

Anna. 
[At the click of a lock.] Hush ! He's coming back, 
[Stranger twrnaback to stove. Elin re-enters. 
Eltn ! I thought you were in bed and asleep, 
child. 

Elin, 
But I awoke and heard you had a visitor, bo I got 
up to help, grandma. 

Stranger. 
[In ajluttering iwice,] My child I 



This is my grand-daughter, sir. 

[Stranoek litma with a ti'oubled face and at 
sight of the girl he starts as if he had seen 
a ghost. Elin, very bright and cheerful, 
smiles and cwi-tsiea. With a nervous ges- 
ture he takes her hand and holds it, 
struggling to control himself. 

Anna. 
Kow that you're h^^ you had better lay the 
supper, Etin. 

Elin. 
Yes, grandma. 

Anna, 
Put on the smoked mutton and black breadand 111 
go to the elt-house to make the coffee. 
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Elik. 
Yes, grandma. 

Anna. 
Make yourself at home, Chrietian Christiaufison — 
Eljn will wait on you, 

Elin. 

{Looking up at Hie dreseer.] Christian Chria- 
tianeson! 

She trips about from dresser to table, laying 
the food and hunvming to herself, whUe the 
Strangbb stands hack to the slave, watch- 
ing herwilh visible emotion. 

Stbanqer. 
Has anybody ever told you that you're like your 
mother, Etin ? 

EuN. 
Oh yes, grandmaalways says so. 

Stranoer. 
Grandmother and I have been talking of your 
father. 

Elin. 
My father ! 

Strang EB. 
You don't remember bim ? 

Elin. 
Oh no, sir. He died when I was quite little. 
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Stbanaer. 
What a loss that muet have been to ;ou, my 
chUd! 

Elin, 
I ean't say that, sir, because, you see, Uncle Mag- 
nus has been the same as a father to me all my life. 

Strahgeb. 
What a loss to your father himself, then I 

EuN. 
I can't say that either, sir, because he lived five 
years after I was born, and it seems he never took 
any notice of me. 

Sbranqeb. 
Did grandmother tell you so ? 

Elin. 
Oh no, sir. Nor Uncle Magnus neither. But 
everybody knows about my father and even the girls 
in school knew that. 

SiBANOEB. 

So — 30 you're not sorry your father is dead, Elin ? 

Elin. 
It wouldn't be right to say that, sir. 

Stbangbr. 
At all events you feel ao love for him ? 
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Elin. 
Well, you see I never knew him. You can't love 
somebody you never knew, c»n you ? 



But if he had lived to return home you might have 
come to love him — yes ? 

Elin. 
Oh yea ! And yet I don't see how I could if what 
people say is true. 

Stbahqer. 
What do they say, my child ? 

Elin. 

They say he was unkind to my mother. So why 

should I think he would have been kind to me i But 

see, your supper is ready. Grandma will bring the 

coffee presently — won't you begin with the meat, 
Sir? 

STEtANDBR. 

I^ank you, my child ! 

\_Be tUi hack of iMe and tries to eat. She 
helps kirn to the food, humming to herad/ae 
she does so. 

Elin, 
Didn't grandma call you Ohristian Ohristlansson ? 

Stranger. 
Oh yes. Ever hear my name before, Elin ? 
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Elin. 
Everybody in Iceland has heard it, sir, because it's 
Ibe same as that of the great composer — the great 
Icelandic composer who lives in England. He writes 
operason the Sagas, and nobody knows who he is, or 
where he was bom, or what family of the Christians- 
sons be comes from, but everybody loves hia music 
and his name is famous all over the world. 

Stranger. 

So you — you have heard of him, have you ? 

Elin. 
I sing his sosgd, ^r. They are boautiful 1 Would 
you like me to sing one of them while you eat your 
supper ? 

Stranger. 
Will you ? 

Elin. 
I should love to. [She trips across right, taJces gtiitar 
from MKxiZ.] This was my father's guitar, and now it's 
mine, and it's such a good one, [.S'Ae pvlh up spin- 
nitig-slool to right of labk and begins to plai/.] Which 
should it be, I wonder? But perhaps you know them 
all and would like me to sing something in particular ? 

Strangek. 
[Much moved.] Sing — sing anything you like, my 
darling ! 

[She looks up at him, smiles, then sings. Se 
ceases to eat, da-ope his head on hie hands 
and listens with de^p emotion. When the 
song ends Amba returns toiih a smohing 
coffee-pot. 
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Anna, 
Here it is at last ? The fire Itad gone out in the 
elt-house and I had work enough to kindle it. 

SrRANOBR. 

[Seoovering himself.] The cofiee — good ! 

[Anna pours out the coffee, £lih hangs up 
guitar, Magnus re-enters. 

Maohub. 
The little mare was nearly done, but I've rubbed 
her down and given her bay — she shall have a mash 
before we go to bed. 

Stbangeb, 
Let us have a glass of brandy first. 

Akna. 
The brandy, Elin. 

Elin. 
Yes, grandma. 

Anna. 
And then clear the table while I make up Uncle 
Maguus's bed for Christian Christiansson. 

Elin. 
Yes, grandma. 

[EnN brings bottle and glasses and carries 
tray with dishes through inmer room, whiie 
Anna takes sheets from chest and goes into 
Guest-room. The two rnen sit right and 
leftoftabh. 

Stbanobb. 
[Pouring out brandy.] Perhaps I ought to tell you 
why I'm troubling you to-night, farmw. 
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Maokus. 
Please j'ourself, sir 

Sthanoee. 
To tell you the truth, then, I'm here to attend the 
sale of your farm to-morrow morDing. 

Maqnus. 
So that's the business that brought you ? 

Strakqer. 

It is. For fifteen years I've been living abroad, 

and now I want to settle down. I'm sorry for you, 

though, and if it's painful to hear me talk like 

this 

H AON us, 

[Laughing bitterly.] Not at all ! For fifteen years 
I have been ploughing the waves, and now — [gtdping 
down the Imindt/] I'm reaping the breakers, blast 
them I 

Stranger. 

l>on't be down-hearted ! Nobody knows what the 
future has in store for him. It's a black night 
to-night, but all the same the sun will rise to-morrow 
morning. Life is sweet, my friend, whatever 
happens. 

Magnus. 

You think it is, sir ? 

Stbahqeb. 

I know it is, and if we cannot believe when the 
clouds are dark that the world is ruled in righteous- 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



aj3 THE PRODIGAL SON act iv 

\^lmpwlnveli/.A Bosh ! [More guiellyJ] Excuse me, 
sir, but you talk like a man who has never known 
misfortune. If you're a. profligate and a prodigal, a 
rascal who has robbed bts own father, or a cheat who 
has left his child penniless, you may live in luxury 
and travel as far as the sun ; but if you are a poor 
devil who has worked his fingers to the bone, as likely 
as not you'll be thrown out into the road. 

Stranger. 
[l/Tieaaily.] Is that the sort of legacy that's been 
left to you by the prodigal brother your mother was 
talking about ? 

Maghus. 
She was talking about him again, was she! 

Strahoek. 

Does she often talk of him ? 

Magnus. 
Too often. She was the best mother a man ever 
had, and he repaid her with neglect and contempt. 

Stranger. 
Contempt? 

Magnus. 

What else would you call it ? He lived five years 

abroad, but wrote to her only once. She forgave him 

for that, though, and when he died — ^you know how he 

died? 
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Died abroad, didn't he) 

HUoNna, 
Shot himself in a. gaoiblitig-hell — everybody ia 
Iceland heard of it 



When he fell into that foul dishonour she thought 
ho was oaly trying to get money enough to come 
home rich and make ameads to ua all. 

Stranugk. 

[Eageri^.^ But if that had been true — 1 don't say 

it was, but if it had been — if your brother had really 

bren struggling to make a fortune solely in order to 

wipe out the debts he had left behind him 

Magnus. 
A fortune made in a gambling-hell ! There would 
have been a curse on every coin of it, and I should 
have flung it in his face. 

Strahgeb. 
[Rising in his eaxitement.] But if it bad been the 
wages of wotk — honest work, the sweat of hie brow 
and brain while he ate the bread of povetty in Ioneli< 
ness and obscurity — and if he bad lived to come back 
at last 
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Maokus. 
[Rising and smiting the iaUe with hia Jisl^ If be 
had lived to come back Iq the midst of the ruin he 
has caused it would have been God help both him 
and me. 

[Anna returns from the guetl-room. 

Anna. 
There, sir I Your room is ready and you can go 
to bed at any time. 

[Maonds goes through inner room. Stbanger 
erotaes to chair by stove. 

SXBANOEK. 

I shall want to be wakened early — I suppose the 
Sheriff will be here sooa. 

Anna. 
The Sheriff, sir ! 

Stranger. 
I've just been telling your son that I intend to bid 
for the farm at the auction to-morrow morning. 



So that was what you had to do at the end of your 
journey ? 

Stbanoeh. 
Yes, that was what I had to do, lady. 

Anna. 
"What can a gentleman like you want with a lone- 



D,g,t,.?<l I,, Google 



ACT IV THE PRODIGAL SON 223 

some farm like this ? It is hungry land, I assure 
you. My son is the only one who has ever worked 
it to advantage, and if he has fallen into difficulties 
it isn't his feult. His difficulties are not so very 
serious either — eight thousand crowns arrears of 
interest. When the Sheriff went off this evening he 
said if my son could find that much by nine o'clock 
tomorrow morning , , . I'm taking a great liberty, 
sir, but if — if any kind friend could lend him the 

money 

Stranger. 
[Facmg aside.] Well? 



Magnus would work his fingers to the bone to 
repay every penny. Then there's the girl. If the 
auction comes off she'll have to go Into service, and 
my son can't bear the thought of it, I^eitber can I, 
for I'm always thinking ot her father. He was a 
gentleman, and to think of bis daughter being a 
drudge to somebody 

Stbanoer. 
[Facing routid.'] Landlady, I had set my heart on 
buying the farm. I had a particular reason for wish- 
ing to buy it. But since I've talked with your son 
I've partly altered my plans, and I'll lend you the 
money to pay the interest 

Anna. 
[Joyfully.] You will, sir ? 
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Btkanqer. 
If yoa'll give me the girl to adopt as my daughter. 

Anna. 
[Sadtt/.] I didn't thick your condition would be 
like that, dr. 

Strangsb. 
Why not? Are you thinking of the girl or of 
yourself, lady ? 

Anna. 
I am thinking of my a 
wrapped up in a child. If 
not love ber more dearly. 



So you think he could not part with the girl even 
for her own welfare and happiness? 

Anka. 
I don't say that, air ; and perhapi if it were put to 

him properly 

Stbanoer, 
Put it yourself, lady. 

Ahna. 
Ton would tell us where she was to go to, and 
what she was to do, and how she was to be brought 
up. 

Stbanoeb. 
Indeed I should. 
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Anna. 
Aiter all, it would be just like going into service. 

Stranger. 
Just. 

Anna. 
Only she would be a lady, not a servant. 

Stranger. 
Only that, 

Anna. 
[Loohing at him ayain.] You ara a etranger, but 
something tells vae you would be good to her — and 
you would, wouldn't you ? 

SXRAHaELt. 

I should be as good to the girl as if — aa if I were 
her own father. 



[Wiping her eyes.] I don't know what to say to you 
jir. 

Stranger. 
Say nothing to me — speak to youi' son, lady. 



You will lend him the money to pay the interest 
immediately ? 

Stranger, 
Immediately. 
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Bigbt thousand crowns — you could find it all by 
nine o'clock to-morrow morning S 

Stranger. 

[TaHng out pockel-iook.] See ; there's enougli in 

this pockeb-book to pay your interest twenty times 

over. And 111 not lend the money to your son, I'll 

give it to him if hell give me the girl instead. 

[Maqnits retumt, carrying Bmoking vmoden 
bcnol, and crotaea towards outer door. 

Anha. 
[In an agitated voice.'\ Magnus I 

Maqhub. 
[Coming dovnt.] Mother! 

Anna. 
[Nervously/.] You've done a good part by Elin all 
her life, Magnus, but the world in hard and life un- 
certain and 

Maoncs. 

[Hia face clouding.] Well? 

Anna. 

[Fakeringli/.] I'm sure you would like to see her 

settled for good with those who are well off and can 

give her everything of the best. 

. Magnus. 
I don't take your meaning, mother. 
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Ahma. 

[falimnif atiU tnore.] This gentlemao is rich, and 

he wishes to adopt a daughter, and if — if you will let 

Elin go to him, be — he will pay the interost and you 

can keep the farm. 

Maqmus. 
[Wrat^Ui/.] Mother! 



[Confused and hreaking dmcn^ Don't look like that, 
Magnus. I only thought— — 

MAaNTTS. 

You thought I could aacrifioe Elin to save myself ? 
[Anna ainks into chair left of table, Magnus turns to 
SlBANUsa.] I'm much obliged by your offer, sir, but 
it's the farm, not my niece, that is for gale. 



[Goes towards door. 



Stbanges. 
Wait I 

Maonijb. 
[Twning.] Well? 



You have decided for yourself fast enough— have 
you thought of anybody else ? 



Who dse ia tiiere to think about ! 
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SXRAHaEK. 

Your old mother, for one, If you refuse my offer, 
and the house is sold over your heads, what is to 
become of her? [Magnus looks gtmrned.] What is to 
become of the girl too — have you thougnt of that 1 
You've been good to the child, no doubt, but in a 
case like this you've no right to apeak for her. 

MAaNDS. 

[PvUing down bowl.] She shall apeak for herself 
then. [Going to step and calling into inner room-l 
Elin • Elin ! EHn ! 

[Elin cOToes in running, with a look of alarm. 

■ Elik. 
[Between Magsus and Stranoer.1 What is it? 

Magnus. 

[In a quavering wjjce.] Listen 1 This gentleman 

has told your grandmother he wishes to adopt you as 

a daughter, and he offers to pay my debts if I am 

willing to let you go. 

Elih. 
Uncle ! 

Magnus. 
I have said you shall choose for yourself, and so 
you shall. 



Elin, I am a broken man, and I have no longer a 
home to offer you. After the auction to-morrow 
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morning, God knows what is to become of grand- 
mother and you and me, where we are to go, and 
what roof is to cover us. But this gentleman is rich, 
and he promiaea to provide for you ail your life and 
give you everything you can need, everything you 
can wish for. 

ANN4. 

\CTOSsing to Elin.] Isn't it wonderful, Elin ? Isn't 
it like a miracle ? Like an answer to your prayer, 
my child % 

Elin. 

Bat grandma ! 

Stranoeb. 
Don't speak yet. Let me first tell you who I am. 
*" >ke of Christian Christiansson, the 



and you sang his song to me. 7 am Christian 
Christiansson ! [Elin rnakes an involuntary/ cry of 
joy.\ But when I am in England I have neither wife 
nor child to share my life with me, and I am quite 
alone. Will jou not come and take their place, 
Elin? 

Ansa. 
Think of that, honey ! You love music — you take 
after your poor father that way — and you would 
travel about, just as your dear mother used to do. 

Elin. 
{With glistening eyes.] It would be beautiful. 



Wouldn't it ? The gentleman would make a lady 
of you, and you would wear no more poor cloLhes and 
do ao more rough work. 
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I can't think of anytbiDg m the world I should 
love so much. But I cannot — 1 miiRt not, 

Akva. 
EUn! 

Eliit. 

I must stay with my uncle. He haa loved me and 

cared for me ever since I was a little mite, and I 

can't leave him now because he is going to be poor 

and homeless. 

Magnus. 
Blin^ make sure ! Make sure, my lass I The gen- 
tleman would care for yon, too, and treat you the 
same as if yon were his own daughter. 

Elik. 

But if he were to treat me as if I were his own 

daughter, I sbouLd have to think of him as if he were 

my own father. Would you like that, Uncle Magnus! 

And would grandma like it ? 

Anna. 
We should sacrifice ourselves, honey, that you 
might be well off and happy. 

Elin. 
But I shouldn't be hat>py if yoa were not, grandma. 
And when I remembered Uncle Magnus living alone 
somewhere and thinking of me perhaps, and no one to 
care for him~-what would be the good of my beauti- 
ful clothes then t 
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But don't you Ben, dearie, Uncle Magaua is poor 
now, and he — he cannot afTord to keep you. 

El-IN. 

[With trmMed /ace.] Oh I 
Anna. 

And don't you see, too, that if you stay with Uncle 
Magnus he will lose the land, but if you go to this 
gentleman he will be able to keep it, and pay his way 
aad win back everything ? 

Elin. 

Do you want me to go, grandma ? And does Uncle 
Magnus want it ? 

[She tunta from one to Ihe other. They drop 

their heads. Her face drightens, she holds 

up her head with a proud look fimd epeaka 

in a braiie but breaking voice. 

I know you don't ! You are only thinking of Elin ! 

As for the land, if it comes to losing that, or losing 

me, / know what Uncle Magnus will say. He wiU 

aay — I know he will — " Let me keep my little girl, 

and the laud — the land may go ! " 

Maonus. 
\With a buret of emotion, opening hie arms to Aer,] 
And so I do, my darling I 

[EuN leaps into Maonus's arms. Assa joins 
them. They cling together- and ory like 
children. Stranobb comes down and drops 
into chair by stove. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



232 the prodigal son 

Stranger. 
[Shaken vdth stifled sola.] Oh God ! My God ' 

[Bustling (dxnit.] There ! There ! TTncle Magnus 
must feed the pony and I must make his bed, and 
Elin — you inust go off immediately, or the carol- 
singers will be here before you are stirring in the 
morning. 

[Magnus takes up bowl and yoea out. Ahna 
passes through curtains. £lin cornea down 
to Stbanqer. 

Elik. 

[Molding out h&r hand.^ Good-night, Christinn 
Chriatiansson ! 

Stranger, 
[Rising and taking her hand.'\ It was very brave 
and sweet of you, my child, to choose poverty instead 
of wealth — to remain witli your uncle and grand- 
mother instead of coming to a stranger. But if — if 
instead of Christian Ohiistianssoo I had been yow 
own father, would you have come to trie then ? 

Elin. 
[^Shaking her head.^ I couldn't feel as if you were 
my father, sii'. What I call a father is one who has 
nursed you on his knee when you were a little thing, 
and kissed you and coaxed you when you were sick, 
and thought of you and eared for you always. 
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Stranoer, 
[^Enlreatiiigly.^ But if . . . if I were able to say to 
you " My child, my dear, dear child, I may have done 
nothing for you, but I am your father all the same, 
and I want you to be a daughter to me, and I will be 
a father to you, and we shall never be parted again " 
— if I were able to say that to you, would you still 
hold to your uncle ? 

Elis. 
[Bominff her fi^ad.] 1 couldn't help it, sir, because 
TJucle Magnus has been my real father after all. 

Stranoer. 
[IWning up.] Too late ! Too late ! What a. man 
sows that Khali he also reap. [Cominff back.] You are 
quite right, Elio. Your uncle has done everything 
for you, and you are everything to him. It wouldn't 
be fair if your father could come back now and take 
you away. Cling to him and comfort him, my child. 
Comfort your grandmother also. Make it up to hev 
for those whom she has loved and lost . . . Elin ! 

Elin. 



Can you give me pen and ink and a sheet of 
writing paper ? 

Elin. 
Oh yea, sir, 

[Elin brings writing materials from dresser. 
Stranger sits, writes a line on n page of 
note paper, takes out pocket-book, pittspaper 
hiaide of it and doses it up again. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



334 the prodigal sos 

Stiungbr. 
It is late, ver3' late, I've had a long day to-day, and 
I may be asleep when the auction begins in the 
morning. Will you take this pocket-book and give it 
to the Sheriff the moment he arrived t 



With pleasure, sir. 

SXRAKOBB. 

You will not open it, or show it to anybody elfie, 
but you will carry it to your room at once and put it 
under your pillow, and to-morrow morning you will 
be up early and give it to the Sheriff before he begins 
the Bale — will you do this for me, dear ? 

Elin. 
Indeed I will, sir, 

Stranokb. 
And now you must go to bed. 

Elin. 
But I'll see you in the morning, sir? 

SiKANQEB. 

Who can say ? We may both have other things to 
think about by that time, bo we had better aay Good- 
bye to each other now. 

EuN. 
But am I not to Gee you again, air i 
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Steangeb. 
Who can eay thtit either t I have come a long, 
louj; way — and now — aow I have to go still farther. 



Bat we shall see you some day, shall we not ? 

SraANQEB. 
[/Wueniiy.] Yes, yes, God willing, and then — then 
we shall all be happy and all be reconciled, 

[FTiM awiimming eyes.] I shall never forget yon, sit 

Stranoeb. 

Nor I you. I shall always think of the brave little 

girl I met once — only once — -and then could see no 

EUN. 

You are only a. stranger to me, sir, but 

Strakoeb. 
I am only a stranger to you, my child, but we have 
come together on the great, great ocean of life and 
now— now we must say Ck>od-byi! and part. 



Good-bye, sir f 



Good-bye, little girl, and God blesa you ! 

[Elin goes towards the bedroom door, A«n looks 
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back. Stbanoeb is looking after her with a 
quivering face. He opens hie arms to her. 

Stbangeb. 
[In a low, tremuloue voice.] Elin ! 

[The girl conies back. He folde her to his 
breast and kisses her. Then she passes into 
her room, and he drops back to diair by 
table, hie body shaken with sobs. After a 
niamettt Anna cornea thrmtgh cuaiain and 
Maonus returns to house. 

ASNA. 

Falleu asleep ! 

Magnus. 
[Contempluowly.] Drunk too much seemingly ! 

Anna. 



SncANGEB. 

[Looking up, rieing unsteadily, pretending to be 
ih^nk,] Heigbo ! [Laughs.] Your brandy must bo 
pretty heady, landlady. No matter! It will be a 
good nightcap and make me sleep the sounder. 

Anna. 

You'll not have too much sleep if you want to he 

ready for the auction. The bells ring at daybreak on 

New Year's Day, and the Sheriff will be hero soon 

after. 
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Stbanoeb, 
^^L'lUffking and reeling.'^ Why, so he will. And 
sitKM we cannot agree about — girl I must buy up the 
farm whatever happens. I told you I wanted it for — 
particular purpose, but I didn't say what I was. It's 
my secret, lady, but I don't mind telling you — I want 
it for my mother ! 

Anna. 
Your mother ? 



That's so ! She was born — these parts and — poor 
old thing would like — end her days here. 

So she telle! you to buy up my homestead ? 

Stranger. 

[Laughin</ yet more wildly.^ Not she ! She doesn't 
know anything about it. That's — my surprise. Tell 
you the truth, lady, I've not been — good son, but 
when, I go away again I wunt — feel — dear old soul 
will be happy and comfortable and have — roof to 
cover her, [Anna tunm away from him. He faces 
right to Magnus.] Sorry — buy your house over your 
head, my good man, but business — business, you 
Icmiw. [Slaps Magnus cm back. Maonus ahudders,"] 
Don't look so glum, old fellow 1 You're — l.ickieat 
man in Iceland — ask me. YouVe got your health 
and your good name and your mother, and that sweet 
girl to love and to love you, so what— devil — you got 
— complain about ? 

[Magnus s(ep« auxJt^ from him. 
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ASKA. 

[Ooldl]/.'\ Y^our candle is burning in yoar bedroom, 

Stbakgeu. 
[Cfatherinff up Am coat, etc.] And don't you look so 
downhearted — lady. You've had yoar troubles, no 
doubt, bat . . . you . . . shall drink my health under 
my mother's roof-tree to-morrow morning I [Anha 
abo iurti* axnay from, him. He sobers euddenly, looks 
from one to the other, Heps up behind Abna, goes down 
on one knee and kisses (Ae fi^nge of htr scarf. Tht,n 
rises, staggers irUo Ouest-room, laughing hyslericaUy, 
as one who must laugh lest he should ory^ Good- 
night ! Good-night I 

[Anna and Maqnus look into each other's 

Magnus. 
\In a low voioe.] Did you hear him ? 

Anna 
About his mother's roof -tree ? 

Maqsus. 
The man can have no heart — no bowels. " Susi- 
nesa is business," he said, when he talked about 
buying the plafie over our heads. 



And when be spoke of his mother ending her days 
here he never once thought of me. 
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Haonvs. 

He never thought 1^ EHn either. He would have 

taken the girl away from us without a moment's 

hesitation. And now he'll take the farm from the 

girl herself without a qualm. 



Maqnus. 
Richer thaa anybirdj has a right to be. 



Sorely God cannot intend that anybody should be 
so rich while other people are so poor. 

MioHua. 
[At table, pouring out brandy.] Thafs what 1 was 
thinking. 

Anha. 
It's hard, cruelly hard, to be turned out of houee 
and home by the first person who comes along with 
more money. 

Maqnus. 
[Guljnng down brandy. "^ That's what I was 
thinking ! 

Anna. 

" There's enough in this pocket-book," he said, " to 

pay your interest twenty times over." He could lend 

ua enough to satisfy the Sheriff in the morning and 

never miss it, never know it was gone. 
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[Gulping dmon brandy again.] That's what I was 
thinking. 

Anna. 
[With a look oj fear.] Magnus ! I didn't mean 
that. 

Maqhus. 
He has drunk a good deal — he will sleep heavily. 

Anna. 
Magnus, what are you thinking of? 

Magnus. 
[With fixed, wild ei/ee.] I am thinking we must 
have money. Eight thousand- crowns before nine 
o'clock to-morrow morning. If not, my old mother 
will be homeless and little EUu will be cast into the 
road. 

Anna. 
But you don't mean that you would— ^ — - 

Ma ON us. 

Why not ? This man stands between my dear ones 

and shelter, and if they are to be saved from ruin and 

starvation 

Anna. 
Oh, what have I done ? Give me tlie bottle. Let 
us go to bed. 

Magnus. 
[Drinking out ofrieck o/ hotUe.] I must do it. 
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No, no, no ! He is your gaest, my son. He has 
trusted himself to your protection. Besides, haven't 
you noticed he resembles somebody ? His voice has 
troubled me ever since he came ; and if I hadn't 
koown your brother was ten years dead and buried — 
when he spoke about his mother and said he hadn't 

been a good son 

Magndb. 

[IFttA a low, hard laugh, blotoing out li»m.p.\ So 
much the worse for him ! He's a prodigal himself, it 
seems. Very well, let prodigal pay for prodigal ! 



[SfMing Aim,] Magnus, I beg, I pray — for your 
mother's ^e, Magnus. 

Magnus, 
\BnakAng away, gpeakinff in a stifled so6.] Yes, for 
tny mother's sake and little Elin's ! 

\He oasts her off, goes up to guest-room., Ustena 

at door, then opens it,entera q' " ' 

doses the door behind Mm. 



Oh, God forgive me! If the stranger should 
awake !• If there should be violence ! [Suns up to 
Guest-room door, tries it, finds it bolted, and ealla in a 
terrified whisper.] Magnus l Open the door. It's 
only mother. It was all my fault. Let me come in. 
[She Hetene. In the silence there come the faint sounds 
o/sledge beUs.] Sledge bells! [She goes down onher 
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hnte* at door and caUe agai% in a terrified whi^ier.] 
Alagnusl Some one is coming. [Soimds 0/ horses 
galhping in gnotp, hiss of runners, cracking 0/ whips, 
Mmving of horns, a^d barkinfj 0/ dogs, aha litUns, 
then whispers at door.\ It's the post. Quiek, quick ! 
My Bon, my Kin I 

\A loud knock at wiik whip han^ on door. 

Voice. 
[Outside.'] God be vith j>ou ) 
Akna. 
[Aimn^.} Too lats I Wait tUl th^re gone. 

Maht Voices. 
[Outside.] Holloa 1 Helloal 

[Onter door is thrown open, Jloediaff ths haU 
vnih daylight. Enter iM Foot, John 
ViDALiN, GiTDBUN, the FiOTOE, and AnuT 
MASaRKT, all vary iirigit and merrj/, 
Akha, with white faoe, Oaiids with back to 
guast-ro^m door.] 

IZaughing.J Here we are at last I 



But the Factor actuaUy got us to stairt vwsi-J w 
aooD as it atopited at twelve o'clook. 
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Faotob. 
Well, we don't kill a pig every day, do we E 

Adht M&BOffT. 
You've nearly killed me, if that's what you mean. 

Jactoe. 
[To Post and John.] Bring the good things out of 
the eledge, my lads, while Qadrun lights the stove 
and lajB the table. 

[John and Pear go off hurriedly. GoDaos 
bitsUes about. Factob and Acin MABaasT 
remove snoto-^/ptAfs.] 

Faokw. 

And how's Anna i We seem to have startled her 
out of her senses. 

AoKT Habobbt. 

No wonder — coming like half-starved ghosts at 
this time in the morning. 

Eacioe. 
[La^hins/-] Ah, she'll focgive ua for that, tlwqgh. 
Wnere's Magnus ? 

Aunt Mabobbt, 
And Where's my [n^ous Elin % Ko^ out of bed. I 
sappose. I'll go and wake her. [Knoisking ai Elin's 
door and calUng.] Elin I Elin ! 

EUN, 

[Within.] Is IE the Sheriff ? 
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AmiT Makobet. 
[Catling.] The Sheriff? Bless you, no, child, but 
youi' crazy old auntie, who has come to see him kicked 
out neck and crop withtiit waiting to wash her face. 

Elin. 
[TFi^in.J I'm coming. 

Factoe. 
[Laughing and rabbing Ma kandg.^ And now what 
about the othor one, Anna ? 

AlfHA. 

[In terror.] The other one ? 

Factor. 
The new-comer, you know. 

Anna. 

New-comer ? 



Well, guest — friend — whatever you like to call 
him. 



[GfasptTig.] Of whom are you speaking, Oscar 
Neilsen ? 



Why, of the traveller who came to lodge at your 
house laat night. 
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Anna. 
[Creeping back to door.] The traveller who came to 

Factor. 
You don't meao to say you don't know who he is ? 

Anna. 
I — I don't undfTstand you, Factor. 

Factor. 

[Laughing again.] Well, this is good ! Enough to 

reconcile uu to our blindness in town. It was not until 

be liad started on his journey that we found out who 

he was. But that you shouldn't recognise him 

[Laughing again. 

Aunt Mabgrkt. 
No wonder, though ! So changed, and supposed to 
be ten years dead ! 

[The truth dawnirig on her.] Ten years dead ! What 
are you telling me ? 

Factor. 

[Stopping his laughter suddenly.] Surely he can't 

have lost bis way in the snowstorm. Do you mean 

to say that no traveller came to this house last 

night 1 

(Anna ie gasping, trying to speak, when the 
door of Guest-room opens behind her and 
Magnus comes out. His face is changed — 
the hardneaa of despair has disappeared. 
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Maonos. 
Y«8, a traveller did come here kwt ni^t, but he has 
gone. 

Facttob. 
Gone! 

Magnus. 
He must have left before daybreak — his room was 
empty. 

Anna. 
[In a whisper.] Is it the truth ! 

MiQHVB. 

God's truth, mother I 

[H't'fA a look of relief she sinks into chair haek 
of table. He comes down to chair above 

Factor. 
Strange ! Very strange ! He took a large sum of 
money out of the Bank yesterday, and everybody 
supposed he meant to buy up the farm. 

\_Enter Elin viith pocket-hook in hand. At 
saime momeni the Sheriff, followed hy 
JoBH and Post carrying homipers, 

Elin. 
Has the Sheriff come yet % 

Sheriff. 
[Coming forvxvrd.] Who is asking for the Sheriff! 

Elin. 
The gentleman gave me this pocket-book last 
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night, and told me to deliver it to you before the 
auction began this morning. 



[Opening book at table.'] Not for me, though. [Head- 
ing popei-.l " For Elin — Oscar's daughter, from 
Ohristian Otristiansson." 

AtJNT Mabgbet. 
A present for Etin, perhapa ! 



[Gotmling notes.] What's this ? One — two — three 
— ^tifty — one hundred — two hundred tbousaud crowns. 
Enough to buy the farm four timett over i 

Aunt Makgket. 
EJSB me, my precious ! 

Factob. 
Me, too, gtwiddaugfater ! [Oumpany breaii into ex- 
preaeiona of surprise and deli'jM.] Now, who do you 
think baa left you this great fortune, little one % 

Elih. 
[With eyei fuil of joy and bewilderment.] Why 
Christian OhristiansaoD ! 

FAOToa. 
' Aye, aye, but who is Oliristian Cbristiaosson ? 
Dont know t You neither, Anna ? Why, Oscar— 
your own son, Oscar— who isn't dead at all, and has 
come back to make it up to everybody. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



148 the prodigal son 

Anna, 
[In breathless whisper.] My son ! 

Elin. 

[Tenderly, jo^idl}/.] My father! 

Factor. 
Now I understand everything. Prophecy is the 
wise man's guesa, and I guess thia was Oscar's way of 
revealing himself. But we shall see him again 

Anna. 
Did he say we ehould see him again, Elin ? 

Elin. 
Oh yes, and then we should all he happy and all 
be reconciled. 

[Oompany shout with joy. A.fni&. and Elin 
come down to Magnus. Carol singers are 
heard approaching. 

Factor. 

Quick, my lads ! I want to drink the health of my 

godson ! Here come the New Year carol singers, and 

that's Christian Christiansaon's great anthem. 

[AU biistle and happy chatty. Tal>le laid by 
mam,y hands. Pastor enters. 

Aunt Mahgret. 
Come in, Paetor, 
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P48T0L, 

Just heard the wonderful news, Mai^et ! Thiok 
what circumstantial Btories those lying newspapers 
circulated! 

Atjmt Kabbbet. 



But think of the lies they told about Oscar when 
they knew no more tban we did I 

Aunt Maboret. 
Nothing wonderful about that either — slander is 
an old tom-cat that never lost his way in the dark, 
you know. 

[A group of boys and girls troop in and range 
themaelvea on right. Chairs are draum up 
to table and company prepare to sit. A 
smoking pot is brought in and Factok 
pours out a cup of coffee. 

Factob. 
[Left of tahle, raising kie cup. "] Brothers and siBters, 
I give you a toast. Anna's long-lost son, owr long- 
lost son, Iceland's long-lost sou —Oscar Stephensson ! 
\Tke company shout in response. Church betla 
begin to ring a merry peal. 

EUN. 

[Behind Maqnos, with ha- arms about hie neek.] It's 
like l^e miracle, isn't it, Uucle Magnus ? 
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M AON US. 

[ With emotion.] It is the minudia iti4e«d I 

[Bof/a and girU begin to ainif. Company aeitt 
ihemadvea at breakfiutt, all ta^^tg <md 
laughing merrily. ^Aej* the scene darkens, 
voices die down and the Tableau appease. 
It represents the Opening Scene of the Play hut 
now i» ite winter a^ect. A great white 
VJorld, stem and grand, with a streaming 
crimson light across the toptneet peaie and 
the glistening blue glaoiere from tke sttn 
which has just risen. On a momttain past 
a nuut is seen ascending. It it Oscar 
STEPHEHSSOif. Tha church bells are heard, 
very faint, as if far aumy in the valley 
fiefoip. He stops to Raten, (fcb gost on a 
few paces. After a moment *fet* is the 
Bovmd of singing in the diattmce. He slope 
again, and smiUe as one who is happy and 
satisfied. The sanligM coMes down the 
moimtains and floods the i.real white 
world with a soft crimson. The bells and 
the singing gently die away. (tecAK 
Stbpbehsbon, at the top of pass, lakes his 
last took bade, as the curtain tlowty de- 
eoende. 
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*,* At the diaoretioD of the Manager three further 
labieaux may be added in the same Scene to typify 
the return and pardon of the prodigal : 

Tableau One, — Oscab at top of pass; Magnus /oZ- 

lowing him ; the brothers embracing. 
Tableau Two. — Ineide the Ueuee; company riting 

from, table as door hursts open and Magnus 
enia-a, showing Oscar on the threshold. 
Tableau Thsek — The entire company at breakfast; 
Obcab in chair bad: of table wi& Anna on lefi, 
£uN on right and Magnus behind hi^n. All 
laughing atnd talking ; boys and girls singing. 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



I,, Google 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



DigitiWi,, Google 



Tlillipr 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



This Book is Due WWEX 



4 



i 1 1 1936 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



D,g,t,.?<i I,, Google 



